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VID A’s 
ART of POETRY, &c. 


BOOK I. 


IVE me, ye facred mufes, to impart 
The hidden fecrets of your tuneful art ; 
Give me your awful myfteries to fing, 
Unluck, and open wide, your facred {pring ; 
While from his infancy the bard I lead, 
And fet ham on your mountain’s lofty head , 
Direét his courfe, and point him out the road 
To fing in epick ftrains an hero or a god 
What youth, whofe gen’rous bofom pants for praife, 
Will dare with me to beat thofe arduous -ways ? 
O’er h.gh Parnaffus” painful fteeps to go, 
And leave the grov’ling multitude below 
Where the glad mufes fing, and form the choir, 
While bright Apollo firikes ‘the filver lyre. 
Approach thou firft, great Fa aNncis, nor refufe 
To pay due honours to the facred mufe ; 
While Galha waits for thy aufpicious reign, 
*Till age compleats the monarch in the man , 
Mean time the mufe may bring fome {mall relief, 
To charm thy anguifh, and fufpend thy grief , 
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While guilty fortune’s ftern decrees detain 
‘Fhee, end thy brother m the realms of Spam 5 
Far, far tranfported from your native place, 
Your country’s, father’s, and your friend’s embrace! 
Such are the terms the cracl fates impofe 
On your great father, ftruggling with his woes, 
Such are their hard conditions ----- They require 
The fons, to puschafe, and redeem the fire 
But yet, brave youth, from gnef, from tears abftan, 
Fate may relent, and heav’n grow mild again , 
At laft perhaps the glonous day may come, 
The day that brings ouraoyal exile home , 
When, to thy native realms in peace reftor’d, 
The ravith’d crowds fhall haut their paffing lord 5 
When each tranfported eity fhall rejosce, 
And nat:ons blefs thee wth a publick vyaice , 
To the throng d fanes the matrons thall repair , 
Abfolve their vows, and breathe their fouls in pray’re 
Fill then, let ev'ry mule pngage thy love, 
W.th me at large o’er high Parnafius rove, $ 
Range every bow’r, and fport in ev'ry grove 
Firft then obferve, that verfe is ne'er confin’d 
To one fixt meafure, or determin'd kind , 
Tho’ at its birth it fang the gods alone, 
And then religion claim’d it for her own; 
In facred ftrains addrefs’d the deity, 
And fpoke a language worthy of the fky , 
New themes fucceeding bards began to chufe, 
And in a wider field engag’d the mufe , 
The common bulk of fubye&s to rehearfe 
In all the rch varieties of verie, 
ret 
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Yet none of all with equal honours fhine, 
(Bat thofe which celebrate the pow’r divine,) 
To thofe exalted meafures, which declare 
The deeds of heroes, and the fons of war. 
From hence pofterity the name beftow’d 
On this mch prefent of the delphick god ; 
Fame fays, Phzmonoe in this meafure gave 
Apollo's anfwers from the pythian cave 
But eer you write, confult your ftrength, and chufe 
A theme proportion’d juftly to your mufe 
For tho’ in chief thefe precepts are beftow'd 
On him who fings an hero or a god 3 
To other themes their gen’ral ufe extends, 
And ferves in different views to different ends 
Whether the lofty mufe with tragick rage 
Would proudly ftalk in bufkins on the ftage , 
Or in foft elegies ovr pity move, 
And fhew the youth in all the flames of love ; 
Or fing the fhepherd s woes 1n humble ftrains, 
And the Jow humours of contending fwains 
Thete faithful rules hall guide the bard along 
In every meafure, argument, and fong, 
Befure (whatever you propofe to write) 
Let the chief motive be your own delight, 
And well-weigh’d choice ,----a tafk injoin'd refufe, 
Unlefs a monarch fhould command your mufe, 
(1f we may hopé thofe golden times to fee, 
When bards become the cage of mayefly ' ) 
Free and fpontaneous the {mooth numbers glide, 
Where choice determines, and our wills prefide , 
But, at command, we toil with fruitlefs pan, 
And drag th’ involuntary load in vain, 
Nos 
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Nor, at its birth, indulge your warm defire, 
On the firft glimm’nng of the facred fire , 
Defer the mighty tafk ; and weigh your pow’r 
And every part in every view explore ; 

And Jet the theme in different profpeéts roll 
Dezp in your thoughts, apd grow into the foul. 
Bat eer with fails unfurl’d you flv away, 

And cleave the bofom of the boundlefs fea , 

A fund of words and images prepare, 

And lay the bight matenals up with care, 
Which, at dae me, occafion may produce, 

All rang’d in order for theepoet’s ufe. 

Some happy objeéts by meer chance are brought 
From hdden caufes to the wand’mng thought , 
Which if once Joft, you labour long im vain 

To catch th’ ideal fugitives again. 

Nor muft I fail thew condu& to extol, 

Who, when they Jay the bafis of the whole, 
Explore the antents with a watchful eye, 

Lay all their charms and elegancies by, 
Then to their ufe the precious fpoils apply. 

At frit without the leaft reftra.nt compofle, 
And mould the future poem nto profe , 

A full and proper feres to mamntain, 
And draw the juft connedtion in 2 chain , 
By ftated bounds your progrefs to controul, 
To jo.n the parts, and regulate the whole 

And now ‘us t:me to fpread the op’mng fails 
Wide to the wanton winds and flatt’ ring gales ; 
Tis time we now prefcmbe the genuine laws 
To raife the beauteous fabrick with applaufe , 

But 
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But firft fome method requifite appears 
To form the boy, and mould his tender years, 
Th vain the bard the facred wreath purfues, 
Unlefs traun'’d up, and feafon'’d to the mufe 
Soon as the pratthing innocent fhall reach 
To the firft ufe and rudiments of {peech, 
Yv'n then, by Helicon he ought to rove, 
Ev’n then the tuneful nine fhould win his love 
By juft degrees. ----But make his guide your choice 
For his chaft phrafe and elegance of voice ; 
That he at firlt fuccefsfully may teach 
The methods, laws, and difcipline of fpeech ; 
Left the young charge, muiftaking right and wrong, 
With vitious habits preyndice his tongue, 
Habits, whofe fubtle feeds may mock your art, 
And Spread their roots and poifon thro” his heart 
Whence none fhall move me to approve the wretch, 
Who wildly born above the vulgar reach, 
And big with vain pretences to impart 
Vaft fhows of learning, and a depth of art, 
For fenfe th’ umpertinence of terms affords 3 
An idle cant of formidable words , 
The pride of pedants, the delight of fools ; 
The vile difgrace, and lumber of the fchools ¢ 
In vain the circling youths, a blooming throng, 
Dwell on th’ eternal jargon of his tongue. 
Deluded fools !-----The fame 1s thelr miftake, 
Who at the lmpid ftream their thirft may flake, 
Yet chuofe the tainted waters of the lake. 
Let no fuch peft approach the blooming ‘are, 


Depraye his ftyle, and violate hus ear ; 
Bus 
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But far, oh far, to fome remoter place 
Dave the vile wretch to teach a barb’rous race, 

Now to the mufes ftream the pupil bring, 
To dnok large draughts of the pienan {pring ; 
And from his birth the facred bard adore, 
Narft by the mne, on Minao’s flow ry thore ; 
And afk the gods his numbers to unfpire, 
W.th lke mvennon, majefty, and fire. ¥ 
He reads Afcamus’ deeds with equal flame, 
And longs with hum to run at nobler game 
For youths of ages paft he makes his moan, 
And learns to pity years fo hke hus own ; 
Which with too fwift, and too fevere a doom, 
The fate of war had burn’d to the tomb. 
His eyes, for Pallas, and for Laufus, flow, 
Monrn with their fires, and weep another’s wot, 
Bat when Euryalus, in all hischarms, 
Is {natch’d by fate from his dear mother’s arms, 
And as he rcllsin death, the purple flood 
Streams out, and ftains his fnowy limbs with blood, 
His {cul the pangs of gen’rous forrow pierce, 
And a new tear fteals out at every verfe 
Mean time with bolder fteps the youth proceeds, 
And the greek poets in fucceffion reads , 
Seafons to either tongue his tender ears , 
Compares the heroes glorious charaéters ; 
Sees, how /Eneas 1s himfelf alone, 
The draught of Peleus’ and Laestes’ fon ; 
How, by the poet’s art, : one, confpire 
Ulyffes condué, and Achilles’ fire 

But now, young bard, with ftrét attention hear, 
And drink my precepts in at either ear , 

Since 
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Since mighty crowds of poets you may find, 
Crowds of the grecian, and aufonian kind, 
Learn hence what bards to quit or to purfue, 
To (hun the falfe, and to ehbrace the true ; 
Nor 1s it hard to cull each noble piece, 
And point out every glorious fon of Greece ; 
Above whofe numbers Homer fits on high, 
And fhines fupreme in diftant mayefty , 
Whom with a rev'rent eye the reft regard, 
And owe their raptures to the fov’reign bard ; 
Thro’ him the god their panting fouls infpires, 
Swells every breaft, and warms with all his fires, 
Bleft were the poets with the hallow'd rage, 
Train’d up m that, and the fucceeding age 
As to his time each poet nearer drew, 
His fpreading fame in juft proportion grew. 
By like degrees the next degen’rate race 
Sunk from the height of honour to difgrace, 
And now the fame of Greece extingurfht les, 
Her ancient language with her glory dies, 
Her banifht princes mourn their ravifht crowns, 
Dniv’n from their old hereditary thrones , 
Her drooping natives rove o*’er worlds unknown, 
And weep their woes 1p regions not their own , 
She feels thro’ all her ftates the dreadful blow, 
And mourns the fury of a barb’rous foe 

But when our bards brought o'er th’aonian maids 
From the:r own Helicon to Tyber’s shades , 
When firtt they fettled on Hefpersa’s plains, 
Their numbers ran in rough unpolifht ftrains, 
Vard of the grecian irt their meafures flow'd , 
Pleas’d the wild fatyrs, and the fylvan crowd, 


Low 
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Low fhrubs, and lofty forefts whilom rungs 

With uncouth verfe, and antiquated fong , 

Nor yet old Ennzus fung 1n artlefs ftrains, 

Fights, arms, and hoffs embattel'd on the plains, 

Who firft afpir d to pluck the verdant crown 

From grecian heads, and fix it on his own. 

New wonders the fucceeding’ bards explore, 

Which flept conceal'd in nature’s womb before § 

Her awful fecrets the bold poet fings, 

And fets to view the principles of things ; 

Each part was fair, and beautful the whok, 

And every line was nectar to the fool. 

By fuch degrees the verfe, 23 ages roll‘d, 

Was ftampt to form, and took the beautcous mould, 

Aufonia’s bards drew off from every part 

The barb’rous dregs, and aviliz’d the art, 

*Till lke the day, all fhining and ferene, 

‘That drives the clouds, and clears the gloomy fcene, 

Refines the air, and brightens up the fies, 

See the majeftick head of Virciz nfe, 

Phebus’ undoubted fon !----who clears the rnft 

Of the rough ancients, and fhakes off their dutt. 

He on each line a nobler grace beftow’d ; 

He thought, and {poke in every word a god 

To grace this mighty bard, ye mufes, bring 

Your choiceft flow’rs, and nfle afl the {pring ; 

See! how the Grecian bards, at diftance thrown, 

With rev rence bow to this diftingurfht fon, 

Immortal founds his golden lines impart, 

And nought can match lus gemus but hus arte 

Ev'n Greece turns pale, and trembles at his fame, 

Which thades the luftre of her How ER's name 
’Twas 


Viva’s Art of Poetry 13 
"Twas then Aufoma faw her language nfe 
In all its ftrength, and glory to the fkies, 
Such glory never could the boaft before, 
Nor could fucceeding poets make it more, 
From that bleft period the poetick ftate 
Ran down the precipice of time and fate ; 
Degencrate fouls fucceed, a wretched train, 
And her old fame at once drew back again, 
One, to his genius trufts, 1n ev’ry part, 
And fcorns the rules and difcipline of arte 
While this, an empty tide of found affords, 
And roars and thunders in a ftorm of words, 
Some, mufically dull, all methods try 
To win the ear with fweet ftupidity ; 
Unruffled ftrains for folid wit difpenfe, 
And give us numbers, when we call for fenfe, 
Till from th’ hefperian plains and Tyber chas’d, 
From Rome the bamifh’d fifters fied at laft , 
Driv’n by the barb’rous nations, who from far 
Burft into Latium with a tide of war 
Hence a vaft change of their old manners fprung, 
The flaves were fore d to fpeak their mafter s tongue , 
No honours now were paid the facred mufe, 
But all were bent on mercenary views , 
Till Latium faw with joy th’ aoman train 
By the great Menicr reftor'd again , 
Th’ illuftrious Menpicr, of tufcan race, 
Were horn to cherifh learning in difgrace, 
New life on every fcience to beftow, 
And Juil the cries of Europe in her woe. 
W.th pity they beheld thoft turns of fate, 
dind prop d tne runs of the grecian ftate , 

5 For 
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For left her wit fhould pernfh with her fame, 
Their care fupported fill the argive name 5 

They call d th’ afpsning youths from diftant parts, 
To plant Aufoma withethe grecaan arts , 

To bafk in eafe, and fcience to diffufe, 

And to reftore the empure of the mufe 5 

They fent to ravag’d provinces with care, 

And cihes wafted by the rage of war, 

To buy the ancients works, of deathlefs fame, 
And {natch th’ ummortal labours from the fame $ 
To which the foes had doom’d each glorious piece, 
Who re.gn and lord st m the realms of Greece. 
(Bot we, ye gods, would raife a foreign lord, 
As yet untaught to fheath the crvil {word ') 
Thro’ many a period this has been the fate, 

And this the litt of the poetcl flate. 

Hence facred Virgie from thy foul adore 
Above the reff, and to thy utmoft pow’r t 
Purfue the glorious paths he ftruck before. 

If he fupphes not all your wants, perufe 
Th’smmortal ftrains of each auguftan mufe. 
There ftcp----nor rathly fe-k to know the reft, 
But drive the dire amb:t:on from thy breaft, 
*Till ruper years and judgment form thy thoughts 
To mark them beautes, and avosd their faults 

Mean time, ye parents, with attention hear, 
Aad thus advis’d exert your utmoft care 
The blamelefs tutor from a thoufand choole, 
One from his foul devoted to the mufe ; 

Who pleas’d the tender pupil to improve, 
Regards, and Joves him with a father’s love, 
Youth 
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Youth of it felf, to num’rous ils betray'd, 
Requires a prop, and wants a foreign aid , 
Unlefs a mafter’s rules his mind inchne 
To love and cultivate the facred mune, , 
His thoughts a thoufand objects will employ, 
And from Parnaffus lead the wand’ring boy 
So trufts the fain, the faplings to the earth ; 
So hopes in tume to fee the {prouting birth , 
Againft the winds defenfive props he forms, 
To fhield the future forreft from the ftorms, 
That each imbolden d plant at length may nfe 
Tn verdant pride, and fhoot into the fies 

Bat let the guide, if e’er he would improve 
His charge, avoid hs hate, and win his love ; 
Left in his rage wrong meafures he may take, 
And loath the mufes for the teacher’s fake 
His foul then flacken’d from her native force, 
Flags at the barrier, and forgets the courfe 
Nor by your anger be the youth o’er-aw’d, 
But {corn th’ungen rous province of the rod 5 
Th’ offended mufes never can fuftain 
To hear the fhriekings of the tender train, 
But ftung with grief and anguifh hang belund ; 
Dampt is the fprightly vigor of the mind, 
The boy no daring images infpire, 
No bright ideas fet his thoughts on fire , 
He drags on heavily th’ ungrateful load, 
Grown obftinately dull, and feafon’d to the rod, 

I know a pedant who to penance brought 
His trembling pupils for the lighteft fault ; 
His foul tranfported with a ftorm of ire, 
And all the rage that malice could unfpure j 
: Bz 


° 
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By turns the tort’ring fcourges we might hear, 
By turns the fhnieks of wretches ftun’d the care ° 
Stull to my mund the dire ideas nife, 
When rage unufual fparkled in his eyes , 
When w.th tne dreadful {courge infulting loud, 
The tyrant termfi’d the blooming crowd , 
A boy the fareft of the fnghted tran, 
Who yet fcarce gave the prom.fe cf 2 man, 
Ah, dimal objet' idly paft the day 
In 2] the theughtlefs mnccence of play , 
When lo! th’ impenous wretch inflam’d with rage, 
Fierce, and regardlefs of his tender age, 
W th cary ftorms ; the fanit bis clamours urge 3 
H_, hard high-waving brend thes the fcourge 
Scars, vows, and pr2y’rs the ffrant’s ears affail , 
Tn va.n ,----nor tears, nor vows, nor pray’rs prevail, 
Tre trembling umecent from deep defpur 
S chen d, and breath’d hus little foul in aur. 
For him, beneath his poplar, mourns the Po; 
Fer bh.m the tears of hoary Sernus flow ! 
For hum their tears the watry fifters fhed, 
Who lov’d h.m Lying, and deplor d him dead! 
The farious pedant to reftrain hes rage, 
Should mark th’ example cf a furmer age , 
How fierce Alc.des, warm'd w.th youthful ire, 
D.fh’d cn hss mafter’s front h.s vecal lyre. 
But yet, ye youths, corfels your mafter s fway, 
And thar ccmmands imphcitly obey 

Whoever then this arduous tafk purfues, 
To form the bard, and cultivate hs mufe, 
Let him by {cfter means, and milder ways, 
Warm his ambit:on with the love of praife ; 

Soon 
P 
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Soon as his precepts fhall engage hw heart, 
And fan the rifing fire in every part, 
Light 13 the tafk ,----- for then the eager boy 
Purfues the voluntary tou with joy ; 
Difdains th’ inglorious indolence of reft, 
And feeds th’ :mmortal ardor in his breaft. 

Aad here the common praétice of the fchools 

By known experience jultifies my rules, 

The youths 1n focia] ftudies to engage , 

For then the rivals burn with gen’rous rage, 
Each foul the ftings of emu!ation rarfe, 

And every little bofom beats for prafe 

But gifts propos’d will urge them beft to rife , 
Fir'd at the glorious profpeét of a prize, 
With noble jealoufie, the blooming bard 
Reads, labours, glows, and ftra.ns for the reward , 
Fears left his happy rival win the race, 

And ra:fe a triumph on his own difgrace, 

But when once feafon'd to the rage divine, 
He loves and courts the raptures of the mine, 
The fenfe of glory, and the love of fame, 

Serve but as fecond motives to the flame, 

The thrilling pleafure all the bard fubdues, 

Lock din the ftri€t embraces of the mufe, 

See! when harfh parents force the youth to quit, 
For meaner arts, the dear delights of wit, 

If e’cr the wonted warmth his thoughts mfpire, 
And w th pat pleafures fet his rind on fire 
How frorn his foul he longs, but longs sn vain, 
To haunt the groves and purling ftreams again ' 
No. ftern commands of parents can contronl, 

No force can check the fallies of his foul. 

B3 30 


48 Vipoa's At of Poetry. 
So burns the courfer feafon’d to the rein, “3° 
That {pies his females on a diftant plain, i 
And longs to aét his pleafures oer again ; 
Fir’d with remembrance of his joys, he bounds, 
He foams and ftnves to reach the well-known grounds 5 
The goring fpurs his furious flames improve, 
And rovze within bum all the rage of love ; 
Ply'd with the fcourge he fhll negleéts his hafte, 
And moves reluétant, when he moves at laft, 
Reverts hs Eye, regrets the diftant mare , 
And ne:ghs umpatient for the dappled fair 
How oft’ the youth weuld long to change hus fate, 
Who high advanc’d to all the pomp of ftate, 
With erief bis gawdy load of grandeur views, 
Loft at too high a diftance from the mufe ! 
How oft he fighs by warbling ftreams to rove, 
And qut the palace for the fhady grove ° 
Hew oft’ in Tybur’s cold retreats to lye, 
And gladly foop téchearful poverty, 
Beneath the rigor of the wintry fky ! { 
But yet how many curfe their fruitlefs tol, 
Who turn and cultivate a barren foul * 
This, e’er too late, the mafter may divine 
By a fure omen, and a certain fign, 
The hopeful youth, determin’d by his choice, 
Works without precept, and prevents advice, 
Confults bis teacher, plies his tafk with joy, 
And a quick fenfe of glory fires the bo}. 
He challenges the croud ,--~ the conqueft o’er, 
He firuts away the ~1¢ter of an hour. 
Then vanguifht uf his turn, o’erwhelm’d with care, 
He-weeps, he pines, he fickens w.th defpa-r ; 
Nog 
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Nor looks hus little rivals in the face, 
But flies for thelter to fome lonely place, i 
To mourn hus fhame, and cover his difgrace, 
His mafter’s frowns tmpatient to fuftain, 
Strait he returns, and wins the day again, 
This is the boy hus better fates defign 
To nfe the future darling of the nine, 
For him the mufes weave the facred crown, 
And bright Apollo claims him for his own 
Not the Jeaft hope th” unaétsve youth can raife, 
Dead to the profpeét, and the fenfe of praife , 
Who your juft rules with dull attention hears, 
Ner Jends h.s underftanding, but his ears. 
Refolv’d his parts in indolence to keep, 
He lulls hs drowfy faculties afleep , 
The wretch your beft endeavours will betray, 
And the fuperfluous care is thrown away, 

I fear for him, who npens e’er his prime , 
For aJ} produétions there’s a proper time 
Oh! may no apples in the {pring appear, 
Out-grow the feafons, and prevent the year, 
Nor mellow yet, ’til] autumn ftains the vine, 
And the full preffes foam with floods of wine. 
Torn from the parent-tree too foon, they lye 
Trod down by every {wain who paffes by. 

Nor fhould the youth too ftnétly be confin'd, 
Tis fometimes proper to unbend his mind , 
When tir'd with ftudy, let him feek the plains, 
And mark the homely humours of the fwains , 
Or pleas’d the toils to fpread, or horns to wind, 


Hunt the fleet mountain-goat, or forreft-hind, 
Mean 
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Mean time the youth, umpatient that the day 
Should pafs in pleafures ummmprov’d away, 


Steals from the fhoutmg crowd, and quits the plains, 


To fing the fylvan gods m rural {trams : 

Or calls the mufes to Albunea’s fhades, 

Courts, and enjoys the vifionary maids. 

So labour'’d fields with crops alternate bleft, 

By turns he fallow, and indulge their reft ; 

Tne fwain contented bids the hungry foil 

Enycy a {weet vicifiitade from toil , 

Till Earth renews her genial pow rs to bear, 

And pays his prudence with a bounteous year 
On a fin& view your {ol:id judgment frame, 

Nor think that genius 13 in all the fame ; 

How oft’ the youth who wants the facred fire, 

Fondly miftakes for genius his defire * 

Courts the coy mufes, tho” reyetted fill, 

Nor nature feconds his mifguided will 

He ftnves, he tous with unavailmg care , 

Nor heav’n relents, nor Phebus hears his pray’r, 

He with fuecefs, perhaps, may plead a caufe, 

Shine at the bar, and floansh by the laws ; 

Perhaps difcorer nature’s fecret {prings, 

And bring to light th’ onginals of tinn-s 

But fometimes precept will fuch force impart, 

That nature bends beneath the pow’r of art, 
Befides, *us no light province to remove 

From the rath boy the fiery pangs of love ; 

"Till ripe in years, and more confirm'd in age, 

He learns to bear the flames of Cupsd’s rage , 

Oft hudden fires on all hus vitals prey, 

Devcur the youth, and melt his foul away 
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By flow degrees ,----blot out his golden dreams, 
The tuneful poets, and caftahan ftreams , 
Struck with a fecret wound, he weeps and fighs 5 
Jn every thought the darling phantoms mnfe , 
The fanei’d charmer fwims before his fight, 
His theme all day, his vifion aj] the night. 
The wand nng obyeét takes up all his care, 
Nor can he quit th’ imaginary fair 
Mean time h.s fire, unconfcious of his pain, 
Apphes the temper’d medicines in vain , 
The plague, fo deeply rooted in his heart, 
Mocks every flight attempt of Pzan’s art ; 
The flames of Cup.d all his breaft infpire, 
And in the lover s quench the poet’s fire 

When in his mper years, without controul, 
The nine have took poffeffion of bis foul , 
When, facred to their god, the crown he wears, 
To other authors let him bend his cares , 
Confult their ftyles, examine every part, 
And a new tnéture take from every art. 
Firft ftudy Tucxry’s language and his fenfe, 
And range that boundlefs field of eloquence 
Tuxty, Rome’s other glory, ft:ll affords 
The beft expreifions and the ncheft words ; 
As high o’er all in eloquence he fteod, 
As Rome o'er all the nat:ons fhe fubdu’d. 
Let him read men and manners, ard explore 
The fite and diftances from fhore to fhore 5 
Then let him travel, or to maps repair, 
And fee imagin’d cities rifing there , 
Range with h.s eyes the earth’s fictitious ball, 


And pafs o’er figur’d worlds that gyace the wall 
Some 
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Some in the bloocy fhock of arms appear, 
To paint the native horrors of the war , 
Thro’ charging hofis they rufh before they wnte, 
And plunge in all the tumult of the fight 
But fince our lives contracted in their date 
By {carty bounds, and arcumfcnb’d by fate, 
Can never launch thro all the depths of arts, 
Ye youths, touch only the material parts , 
There ftop your labour, there your fearch controul, 
And draw from thence a notion of the whole 
From diftant climes when the nch merchants come, 
To bring the wealth of foreign regions home , 
Content the frrendl, harbours to explore, 
They cmv touch upon the winding shore , 
Nor with vain labour wander up and down 
To view the land, and vifit every town , 
‘That would bat call them from their former read, 
To Spend an age in bansfhment abroad , 
Too late returning from the dang’rous main, 
To fee their ccuntnes and their friends again, 

Still be the facred poets your delight, 
Read ’em by day, confult ’em in the mght, 
From thcfe clear fountains all your raptures bring, 
And draw for ever from the mufes {pring. 
But Jet your fubyect in your bofom rol], 
Cla.m evéry thought, and draw in all the foul, 
That conffant object to your mnd dafplay, 
Your tort all mght, your labour all the day, 

[ need not alf the rules of verfe difclofe, 
Nor how their various meafures to difpofe , 
The tutor here with eafe his charge may guide 
To jon the parts and onmbers, or divide, 


Now 
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Now let him words to ftated laws fubm ¢, 
Or yoke to meafures, or reduce to feet , 
Now let him foftly to bimfelf sehearfe 
His firft attempta and rid.ments of yerfe , 
Fix on thofe rich expre@ions his regard 
To ufe made facred by fome ancient bard , 
Toft by a different guit of hopes and fears, 
He begs of heav’n an hundred eyes and cars 
Now here, now there coy nature he purfues, 
And takes one image 1n a thoufand views, 
He waits the happy moment that affords 
The nobleft thoughts, and moft expreffive words, 
He brqoks no dull delay , admits no reft , 
A tide of paffions ftruggles un his breaft , 
Round his dark foul no clear ideas play, 
The moft familar objects ghde away, 
All fixt in thought, aftomfht he appears, 
His foul examines, and confults hus ears ; 
And racks his faithlefs memory, to find 
Some traces faintly fketch’d upon his mind, 
There he unlocks the glorious magazine, 
And opens every faculty within , 
Brings out with pride their intellectual {pouls, 
And with the noble treafure crowns his touls ; 
And oft’ meer chance fhall images difplay, 
That ftrike his mind engag’d a different way. 
Still he perfifts , regrets no toil nor pain, 
And ftill the tafk, he tri’d before in vain, t 
Phes with unwear’d diligence again 
For oft’ unmanageable thoughts appear, 
That mock his labour, and delude his care ; 

- Th’ imp2e 
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Th’ impatient bard, with all his nerves apphi'd, 
Tries all the avenues on every fide ; 
Refolv’d and bent the precipice to gain ; 
Tho’ vet he labours at the rock 1 vain ; 
By h.s own ftrength and heav'n, with conqueft grac’d, 
He wins th’ umportant victory at laft , 
Stretch'd by his hands the vanquifht monfter hes, 
Ard the proud trrumph hfts him to the fkies. 
But when ev’n chance and all hus efforts fail, 
Nor toils, nor vigilance, nor cares prevail 5 
His paft attempts in vain the boy renews, 
And waits the fofter feafons of the mufe ; 
He auits his work , throws by his fond defires s 
And from his tafk reluctantly retires 
Thus o’er the fields the fwain purfues his road, 
Tif ftopt at length by fome mpervious flcod, 
That frem a mountann’s brow, o’ercharg’d with rains, 
Bur‘s in 2 thund’ring tide, and foams along the plains , 
With horror chill’d, he traverfes the thore, 
Sees the waves rife, and hears the torrent roar ; 
Then grey d returns, or waits with vain delay, 
? Tull the tumultuous deluge rojls away 
Bat in no I] ad Jet the youth engage 
H s terder yerrs, and unexpenenc’d age ; 
Let him by ,uft degrees and fteps proceed, 
S:ng with the fwains, and ture the tender recd: 
He wth fuccefs an humbler theme may ply, 
And, VirGir-hhe, ummortalize a fis 
Ox fing the mice, their battles and attacks, 
Againft the croal.ing natives of the lakes 
Or with what art ber toils the fpider fets, 
And fpins her firmy entrails into nets 
And 
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And here embrace, ye teachers, this advice , 
Not to be too anquifitively nice, 
But, till the foul enlarg’d in ftrength appears, 
Indulge the boy, and {pare hus tender years , 
Till to mpe yudgment and experience brought, 
Himfelf difcerns and blushes at a fault , 
Nor if the eriticks eyes too ftrictly pierce, 
To point each blemufh out in every verfe, 
Void of all hope the ftrypling may depart, 
And turn his ftudies to another art 
But if refolv’d his darling faults to fee, 
A-youth of genius fhould apply to me, 
And court my elder judgment to p rufe 
Th’ imperfeét labours of his infant mufe , 
I thould not fcruple with a cand d eye, 
To read and praife his poem to the fky , 
With feeming rapture on cach line to paufe, 
And dwell on each expreffion with applaufe 
But whén my praifes had inflam’d hs mind, 
If fume Jame verfe lmp’d flowly up behind, 
One, that himfelf, unconfcious, had not found, 
Byatumbers charm’d, and led away by found , 
I fhould not fear to minifter a prop, 
And give him ftronger feet to keep it up 3 
Teach ft to run along more firm and fure ; 
Nor would I fhow the wound before the cure, 

For what remains , the poet I enjoin 
To form no glorious fcheme, no great defign, 
"Till free from bufinefs he retires alone, 
And flies the giddy tumult of the town , 
Seeks rural pleafures, and enyoys the glades, 
And courts the thoughtful filence of tie thades, 

C Where 
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Where the fair dryads haunt their native woods, 
With all the orders of the fylvan gods. 
Here in their foft retreats the poets lye, 
Serene, and bleft w.th chearful poverty ; 
No guilty {chemes of wealth their fouls moleft, 
No cares, no profpeéts difcompofe their reft , 
No fcenes of grandeur glitter in theur view , 
Here they the joys of innocence purfue, 
And tafte the pleafures of the happy few 
From a rock’s entrails the barbarian {prung, 
Who dares to violate the facred throng 
By deeds or words----The wretch, by fury dnv’n, 
Affaults the darling colony of heav’n! 
Some have look’d down, we know, with {cornful eyee 
On the brizht mufe who taught "em how to mfe, 
And paid, when ras'd to grandeur, no regard’ 
From that high ftaton to the facred bard. 
Uninjor'’d, mortals, Jet the poets lye, 
Or aread th’ impending vengeance of the fky ; 
The gods fill hften’d to their conftant pray’r, 
And made the poets their peculiar care. 
They, with contempt on fortune’s gift look down, 
And laugh at kings who wear an envy'd crown, 
Ra.s*d and tranfported by their foaring mind, 
From their proud eminence they view mankind 
Loft in a cloud , they fee them toul below, 
All bufy to promote their common woe 
Of guilt unconfcious, w tha fteddy foul, 
They fee the l.ehtmngs flath,and hear the thunders roll, 
When grt w.th terrors, heav’n’s alm ghty fire 
Laumhes hus triple bo'ts, and furly fre, 

Wher 
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When o'er high tow’rs the red deftroyer plays, 
And ftrikes the mountains with the pointed blaze , 
Safe in their mnocence, like gods, they rife, 
And lift their fouls ferenely to the fkies 
Fly, ye profane ,---the facred nine were giv’n 

To blefs thefe lower worlds by bounteous heav’n. 
Of old, Prometheus, from the realms above, 
Brought down thefe daughters of all-mighty Jove, 
When to his native earth the robber came, 
Charg’d with the plunder of ethereal flame 
As due compafhon touch’d his gen’rous mind, 
To fee the favage ftate of human kind ; 
When led to range at large the bright abodes, 
And fhare th’ ambrofial banquets of the gods , 
In many a whirl he faw Olympus driv’n, 
And heard th’ eternal harmony of heav'n, 
Turn’d round and round the confort charm’d his ears 
With all the mufick of the dancing fpheres ; 
The facred nine his wond’ring eyes behold, 
As each her orb in juft divifions roll’d , 
The thief beholds them with ambitious eyes, 
And, bent on fraud, he med:tates the prize 5 
A prize! the nobleit gift he could beftow 
(Next to the fire) on human race below ; 
At Sength th’ immortals reconal’d, refign’d 
The fair celeftial fitters to mankind ; 
Tho’ bound to Caucafus with folid chains, 
Th’ afpiring robber groan’d in endlefs pains 5 
By which deterr’d, for ages lay fupine 
The race of mortals, nor invok’d the mines 
*Tull heav’n in verfe fhew’d man his futuse ftate, 
And open’d every diftant fcene of fate, 

: C4 Firft, 
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¥.~%t, the great father of the gods above 

Sung mm Dodona and the lbyan grove , 

Kext, to th’ enquiring naticns Them s gave 

Her fecred anfwers from the phocsan cave ; 

Tren Phebus warn’a "em from the delph.c dome, 

Of furu-e tmes, and azes yet to come , 

And rev’read Faunus utter’d truths divine 

To the firft founders of the latian hne, 

Wext the great race cf hallow’d prophets came, 

W:th them the fioyls of ummortal fame, 

Infpur’d with all the god ; who rapt on high 

With more than mortal rage unbounded fly, ¢ 

And range the dark receffes of the iky 

Next at their feafts, the people fung their lays, 

(The fame their prophets fung in former days) i 

Ther theme an hero, and his deathlefs prafe 
What has to man of nobier worth been giv'n, 

Than ths the beft and greateft boon of heav’n ? 

Whatever pow’r the glorious gift beftow’d, 

We trace the certain foot{teps of a god 5 

By thee infprr’d, the daring poet fhes, 

His fou] mounts up, and tow’rs above the fkres ; 

Thou art the fource of pleafure, and we fee 

No joy, no tranfport, when debarr'd of thee ; 

Tkv tunefidl deity the feather’d throng 

Confefs in all the meafures of their fong. 

Thy great commands the falvages obey, 

And every: filent native of the fea . 

Lrd by thy voice the flartung rocks advance, 

And lift’mng forefts mingle in the dance 

On thy fweet notes the damn’d rejoiced to dwell, 


Thy ftrans fulpended all the din of hell ; 
Lull’d 
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Lull'd by the found the furies rag’d no more, 
And hell’s infernal porter ceas’d to roar 
Thy pow’rs exalt us to the realms above, 
To feaft with gods, and fit the guefts of Jove: 
Thy prefence foftens anguith, woe and ftnfe, 
And reconciles us to the load of life , 
Hail, thou bright comfort of thefe low abodes, 
Thou joy of men and darling of the gods, 
As prieft and poet in thefe humble lays, 
T boldly Jabour to refound thy praife , 
To hang thy fhrines this gift I bring along, 
And to thy altars guide the tender throng. 


The END of the FIRST BOOK, 
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ROCEED, ye mmne, defcended from above, 

Pp Ye tuneful daughters of all-mughty Jove , 

To teach the future age I haften on, 

And open every fource of Helicon. 
Your prieft and bard with rage divine infpire, 
Whi'e to your thnne IJ lead the blooming choir, 
Hard was the way, and dubious, which we trod, 
Now thow, ye goddeffes, a furer road , 
Point out thofe paths, which you can find alone, 
To all the world, but to yourfelves unknown ; 
Lo! all the hefperan youths with me umplore 
Yeur fofter influence, and propitious pow'r, 
Wha, rang’d beneath my banners, boldly tread 
Thofe arduous tracks to reach your mountain’s head, 
New rules "tus now my province to umpart , 
Firft to invent, and then difpofe with art , 
Each a labonous tafk but they who fhare 
Heav’n's kinder bounty, and peculiar care, 
A glomous tran of images may find, 


Preventing hope, and crowding on the mind. 
, The 
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The other tafk to fettle every part, 
Depends on judgment, and the pow’rs of art ; 
From whence an chief the poet hopes to raife 
His future glory, and immortal praife 

This as a rule the nobleft bards efteem, 
To touch at firft in gen’ral on the theme , 
To hint at all the fubjeét in a ne, 
And draw in mimature the whole defign 
Nor in themfelves confide , but next implore 
The timely aid of fome celeftial pow’r , 
To guide your labours, and point out your road, 
Choofe, as you pleafe, your tutelary god , 
But ftull invoke fome guardian deity, 
Some pow r, to look aufpicious from the fky 
To nothing great fhould mortals bend their care, 
"Till Jove be folemnly addreft in pray’r. 
Tis not enough to call for aid divine, 
And court but once the favour of the nine ; 
When objects nfe, that mock your toil and pain, 
Above the labour and the reach of man, 
Then you may fupplicate the bleft abodes, 
And afk the friendly fuccour of the gods 
Shock not your reader, nor begin too fierce, 
Nor fwell and blufter in a pomp of verfe , 
At firft all needlefs ornament remove, 
To fhyn his preyudice, and win hus love 
At firft, you find moft favour and fuccefs 
In plain expreffion, and a modeft drefs 
For if too arrogant you vaunt your might, 
You fall with greater fcandal in the fight, 
When on the meeft point your fortune ftands, 


(And all your courage, all your ftrength demands. 
With 
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With gradual flights farpnize us as we read 5 
Ané let more glonous umages fucceed, 
To wake our fouls, to kindle our defire 
Stull to read on, and fan the rafing fire 
But ne’er the fubye& cf your work proclaim 
In its own colours, and its genuine name , 
Let it by diftant tokens be convey’d, 
And wrapt in other words, and cover’d m their shade, 
At laft the fubje& from the friendly fhrowd 
Burfts out, and fhines the brghter from the cloud 3 
Then the diffolving darkunefs breaks away, 
And every objet glares in open day 
Thus great * Ulyfles’ toils were I to choofe, 
For the ma‘n theme that fhould employ my mufe 5 
By hus long labours of immortal fame, 
Should ihine my hero, but conceal his name ; 
As one, who loft at fea, had nations feen, 
And mark d their towns, their manners, and their men, 
S nce Troy was Jevel'd to the duft by Greece ; 
Tu: a few lines efatcm.z’d the piece 
But ftudv now what order to mamtain, 
To Ink the work in one continu’d chain, 
That when the mufe dfplays her artful {cheme, 
And at the proper time unfolds the theme ; 
Each part may find its own determin’d place, 
Lad cut w *h method, and difpos’d with grace ; 
That to the deftin’d {cope the p.ece may tend, 
And keep one conftant tenor to the end. 
F rft to furpazing novelues mclm’'d, 
The bards {ume unexpected objects find, 
To wake attent.on, and fufpend the mind, 
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A cold dull order bravely they forfake , 

F.xt and refolv’d the winding way to take, 
They nobly deviate frem the beaten track, 

The poct marks th’ occafion, as he fings, 

Fo launch out boldly from the midft of things, 
Where fome diftinguifh d incident he views, 
Some fhmung action that deferves a mufe, 
Thence by degrees the wond’ring reader brings 
To trace the fubyeét backward to ats fprings, 
Left at his entrance he fhould idly fay, 

Sheck’d at hus tal, and dubious of his way , 
For when fer down fo near the promis’d goal, 
The flatt’ring profpeét tempts and fires his foul 3 
Already paft the treach’rous bounds appear, 
Then moft at diftance, when they feem fo near 5 
Far from his grafp the fceting harbour flies, 
Courts his purfuit, but mocks his dazled cyes , 
The promis d region he wath joy had fpy'd, 
Vaft tracts of oceans from his reach divide , 
Still muft he backward fteer his lengthen’d way, 
And plough a wide interminable fea. 

No fkilful poet would his mufe employ, 

From Paris’ vote to trace the fall of Troy, 

Nor ev'ry deed of Hector to relate, 

While his ftrong arm fufpended Ilion's fate , 
Work ! for fome anaalift! fome heavy fcol, 
Correétly dry, and regularly dull. 

Beft near the } end thofe dreadful fcenes appear , 
Wake then, and rouze the funes of the war. 
But for his raviht fair at firft engage 

Pele:des’ foul in unrelenting rage 


-~ 
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Be this the caufe that every phrygian flocd 


Swells with red waves, and rolls a tide of blood ; 


That Xaathus urns a purple deluge pour, 
And the deep trenches float with human gore, 
Nor former deeds in filence muft we lofe, 
The league at Auls, and the mutual vows, 
The fpartan raging for his ravifht {poufe , 


The thoufand fhips , the woes which Ilion bore 


From Greece, for mne revolving years before 


Thsf me with judgment fhould the bard maintain, 


Who brings Laertes* wand'ring fon again, 

From buro.ng Ifon to h:s native reign 

Let ban act launch from Ida’s ftrand his fhips, 

With hus attendart friends into the deeps , 

Nor ftay to vanqu.th the ciconian hoft ; 

But tet bum firft appear (his comrades loft) 

With fair Calypfo on th’ ogyguan coaft 

From thence, a world of tous and dangers paft, 

Waft him to nch Phzacia’s realms at laft, 

There at the feaft his wand’nngs to relate, 

His frends dire change ; his own relentlefs fate 

Bat if the bard of former achons fings, 

He wifely draws from thofe remoter fprings 

The prefent order, and the courfe of things. 
As yet unfold th’ event on no pretence, 

*Tis ycur chef tafk to keep us in fufpenfe. 

Nor tell what * prefents Atreus’ fon prepares, 

To reconcile Achilles to the wars , 

Or + by what god s aufp:cous conduét led, 

From Polyphemus den Ulyffes fied. 
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Pleas'd with the toil, and on the profpect bent, 
Our fouls leap forward to the wht event. 
No call of nature can our fearch reftrain, 
And fleep, and thirft, and hunger plead sn vain, 
Glad we purfue the labour we embrac’d, 
And leave reluétant, when we leave at laf. 
See! how the bard, triumphant in hus art, 
Sports with our paffions, and commands the heart 
Now here, now there he turns the varying fong , 
And diaws at will the captive foul along , 
Rack’d with uncertain hints, in every fenfe 
We feel the lengthen’d anguith of fufpenfe. 
When * Homer ance has promis’d to rehearfe 
Bold Paris’ fight, 1n many a founding verfe, 
He foon perceives his reader's warm defire 
Wrapt in th’ event, and all his foul on fire 3 
The poet then contrives fome fpecious ftay, 
Before he tells the fortune of the day 
>Till Helen to the king and elders fhow, 
Trom fome tall tow'r, the leaders of the foe, t 
And name the heroes in the fields below. 
t When chafte Penelope, to gain her end, 
Invites her fu.tors the tough bow to bend, 
(Her nuptial bed the vittor’s prom.s’d prize) 
With what addrefs her various arts fhe plies ! 
Skull d in delays, and politickly flow 
To farch her treafures for her hero's bow. 
Non. lead the reader in the dark along, 
To the laft goal that terminates the fong , 
Som ‘t mes th event muft glance upon the fight, 
Not glare in day, nor wholly fink in n ght. 
Ts 
* See Iliad 3. t Od fy 21 
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*Tis thus Anchifes to his fon relates 

The various feres of his future fates ; 

For ths the * prophets fee, on Tyber’s fhore, 
Wars, horrid wars, 2ad Latmm red with gore, 
A new Achilles nfing to deftroy 

With boundlefs rage the poor remains of Troy 3 
But raife his mind with profpeéts of fuccefs, —_ 
Agd give the promuafe of a lafting peace 

This knew the hero when he fought the plains, 
Sprung||from his fhips,and charg d th’embattled fwains, 
Hew d down the latian troops with matchlefs might, 
(The firt, aufp cous omen of the fight,) 

And at one olew meantck Theron kll'd, 

Bod, but in vain, and foremost of the field , 

Taus too [ Patroclus with hes lateft breath 

Feretoid his unregarding victor’s death 

H.s parting foul anticipates the blow, 

‘That waits brave Hector from a greater foe, 

Thou too, poor Turnus, juit before thy doom 
Gould read thy end, and antedate a temb, 

When o'er thy head the baleful fury flew, ‘ 
And in dire omens fet thy fate to view , 

A bird obfcene, the flutter’d o’er the field, 

And fcream’d thv death, and beat thy founding pes 
For lo! the time, the fatal time 1s come, 

Charg’d w.th thy death, and heavy with thy doom, 
When Tumnus, tho” in van, fhall rue the day, 

Shall curfe the go'den belt he bore away , 

Shall w:h too late young Pallas’ {poils unfought, 
And mourn the conqueft he fo dearly bought 
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‘Th’ event fhould glimmer thro’ its gloomy fhrowd, 

Tho’ yet confus’d, and ftruggling in the cloud, 

So, to the trav'ler, as he journeys on 

To reach the walls of fome far diftant town, 

If, high in air, the dubious turrets nfe, 

Peep o’er the hills, and dance before hus eyes , 

Pleas'd the refrefhing profpeét to furvey, 

Each ftride he lengthens, and beguiles the way. 

More pleas’d (the tempting fcene in view) to go, 

Than penfively to walk the gloomy vales below. 
Unlefs the theme within your bofom roll, 

Work in each thought, and run through all the foul ; 

Unlefs you alter with inceffant pain, 

Pull down, and build the fabrick o'er again ; 

In vain, when rival-wits your wonder raife, 

You'll ftrive to match thofe beauties which you praifes 
To one juft {cope with fixt defign go on, 

Let fov'reign reafon dictate from her throne, 

By what determin’d methods to advance, 

But never truft to arbitrary chance 

Where chance prefides, all objects wildly join dy 

Crowd on the reader, and diftraét hs mind, 

From theme to theme unwilling ts he toft, 

And in the dark variety 1s loft 

You fee fome bards, who bold excurfions make 

In long digreffions from the beaten track , 

And paint a wild unneceffary throng 

Of things and objects foreign to the fong, 

For new defcriptions from the road depart, 

Devoid ¢f order, dfeipline and art. 

So, many an anxous toil and danger pat, 


Some wretch returns from bamifhment at lat ; 
D Wt 
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With fend delay to range the fhady wood, 

Now here, now there he wanders from the road, 

From field to field, from ftream to ftream he roves, 

And courts the cooling fhelter of the groves 

For why thould Homer + deck the gorgeous car, 

When our rais’d fouls are eager for the war ? 

Or dwell on ev'ry wheel, when loud alarms, 

And Mars in thunder calls the hofts to arms ? 

When with hs heroes we fome daftard f find, 

Of a vile aipeét, and malignant mind , 

His awkward figure 1s not worth our care , 

74s monftrous length of head, or want of hair, 

Not, tho” he goes with mountain fhoulders by, 

Short of a foot, or blinking in an eye, 

Such trivial objets call us off too long 

From the main drift and tenor of the fong. 

Drances * appears a jufter charaGer, 

In ccuncil bold, but cautious in the wars 

Fa¢chous and loud the ift’nng throng he draws, 

And fivells with wealth, and popular applaufe ; 

Bat, what m our’s would never find a place, 

The bold greek langnage may admit with grace, 
Why fhould I here the ftratagems recite, 

And the low ticks of ev'ry httle wit ? 

Some out of time their ftock of knowledge boaft, 

° Till in the pedant all the bard 1s loft. 

Sach w thout care their ufelefs lumber place , 

One black, confus’d, and undigefted mafs, 

Waits a wild heap encurrbers every part, 

Ner rane’d with grace, nor methodiz’d with art, 

But 
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But then in chief, when things abftrufe they tech, 
Themes too abftraéted for the vulgar reach , 
The hidden nature of the deies , 
The fecret laws and motions of the flues , 
Or from what dark original began 
The fiery foul, and kindled up the man ; 
Oft’ they in odious inftances engage, 
And for examples ranfack every age, 
With every realm , no hero will they pafs, 
But act againft the rules of time and place, 
Avoid, ye youths, thefe practices, nor raife 
Your {welling fouls to fuch a thirft of praife 


Who fing fometimes the journcys of the fun, 
The rifing {tars, and labours of the moon 
What impulfe bids the ocean r fe and fall , 
What motions fhake and rock the trembling ball. 
Tho’ foreign fubjeéts had engag’d their care, 
The rage, the din and thunder of the war, 
Thro’ the loud field , the genius of the earth 5 
Or rules to ra:fe the vegetable birth 
Yet ’tis but feldom, and when time and place 
Require the thing, and reconcile to grace 
Thofe foreign objects neceflary feem, 
And flow, to all appearance, from the theme, 
With fo much art fo well conceal'd they pleafe, 
When wrought w.th fkill, and introduc’d with eafe. 
Should not + Anchifes, fuch occafion fhown, 
Refolve the queftions of his god-like fon ? 
If fouls depriv’d of heav'n’s fair light repair 
Once more to day, and breathe the vital air? 
D2 Or 
+ Vid, ned, Lib, VI. 
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Or if from high Olympus firft they came, 
Infpir’d with portions of ethereal flame, i 
‘Tho’ here cncumber’d with the mortal frame ? 
Tire not too long one fubye&t when you wnite, 
For "t.s variety that gives debghr , 
But when to that vanety inchn'd, 
You feek new objects to relieve the mind, 
Be fure Jet nothing fore’d or labcur’d feem, 
But watch your time, and fteal from off your theme. 
Ccnceal with care your longing to depart, 
For art’s chief pride 1s fill to cover art. 
So + Mulerber, in future ages full’d, 
Ergrav d Rome’s glories on AEneas’ fhield, 
On the br.ght orb her future fame enroll’d, 
And with her trumphs charg’d the rifing gold 5 
Here figur’d fights the blazing round adorn, 
There his long line of heroes yet unborn. 
Bat if a ¢ poet of anfonian birth 
D-feribes the vanous kingdoms of the earth, 
Wide .nterfperft, the Medes, or fwarthy Moors; 
The a.ff’rent natures of their foils explores, t 
And paints the trees that blcom cn India’s fhores 
On his cwn land he looks with partial eyes, 
And lifts the fair Hefpena to the fxies , 
To all the fair Hefperna he prefers, 
And makes the voods of Baétna yield to her’s, 
With proud Panchaia , tho’ her groves fhe boatts, 
Acd breathes a cloud of incenfe from her coafts 
Hear then, ye gen’rous ycuths, on this regard 
I fhould not blame the conduét of the bard, 
Whe 


¢ Virz nad Lab VIN. | [ Yirg Georgie Lb IL 
> 626. | ¥. 136, 


Vipa's Art of Poetry 4l 
Who in foft numbers, and a flowing ftrain, 
Relieves and reconciles our ears again 
When I the various implements had fung 
That to the fields, and rural trade belong, 
In {weet harmomous merfures would I tell 
How * nature mourn'd when the great Czfar fel! 
When Bacchus’ curlings vines had grac’d my lays, 
The rural pleafures || next fhou’d fhare my praife. 
The labour ended, and compleat the whole, 
Some bards with pleafure wander round the goal, 
The flights and fallies of the mufe prolong, 
And add new beauties to the finifht fong , 
Pleas’d with th’ excurfion of the charm ng ftrain, 
We ftnve to quit the work, but ftrive in vain 
Thus, were the bees the fubje€t of my muf., 
Their laws, their natures, and celeftial dews , 
Poor + Arifteus fhould his fate difclofe, 
His mother’s counfel fhould affwage his wees , 
Old Proteus here fhould ftruggle in his chain, 
There in foft verfe the thracian bard complan, 
(As Philomela on a poplar’s bough 
Bewails her young, melodious in her woe } 
Pangzan fteeps his forrows fhould return, 
And vocal Thrace with Rhodore fhould mourn 5 
Hebrus fhould roll low-murm’r'ng to the decp, 
And barb’rous nations wonder why they weep. 
Thus too the poets, who the names declare 
Of kings and nations gath’ring to the war, 
Sometimes diverfify the ftrain, and fing 
The wondrous change of the { 'wguran king. 

De While 
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W hile for hxs Phacton his forrows flow, 
And hs harmon ous ftrains beguile his woe, 
O’er ai] the man the fnowy feathers nife, 
And na tunefvl fwan he mounts the fkies 
Thus too || H ppolitus, by D.ans care 
And Pzan s art, returns to upper air, 
Tne bards now paint the arms their heroes wield, 
And each bo'd figure on the glitt’nng fh.eld 
Great tf Aventnu;, great Alcides’ fon, 
Wore the proud trophy which his father won 5 
An hundrea ferpents o’er the buckler roll’d, 
And Hydra hift from all her heads in gold 
Now bloom.ng Tempe’s cool retreats they fing, 
And now with flow’ry beauties paint the fpring 
New with a fylvan fcene the floods they hide , 
Or; teach the fam’d Endanus to glide, 
Or {port on fabled Acheious” fide 
Or hoary Nereus’ num’rous race di play, 
The hundred azure fifters of the {ea 
With them the nymphs that haunt their native woods, 
Ard the long orders of the fylvan gods 

With gay defcriptions fprinkle here and there, 
Some grave inftruéhve fentences with care, 
That touch on life, fome moral good purfue, 
Ard gve us virtue in a tranfient view , 
Rules, which the future fire may make his own, 
And po:nt the golden precepts to h.s fon, 

Semetmes on httle images to fall, 
And thus illuflrate mighty things by fmall , 
With aue fuccefs the licens’d poet dares, 
When to the § ants the phrygians he compares, 
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Who leaving Carthage, gather to the feas ; 
Or the laborious tyrians to the |] bees 
But {warming f flies, offenfive animals, 
That buz inceffant o’er the fmoaking pails, 
Arc images too low, to paint the hofts 
That rol] and blacken o’er Aufomia’s coaftse 
The lofty mufe who fung the latian war, 
Would think fuch trivial things beneath her care, 
How from his mayefty would Virgie fall, 
If Turnus, fcarce repell d from Ihion’s wall, 
Retiring grimly with a tardy pace, 
Had e’er been figur’d by the patient § afs! 
Whom unregarded troops of boys furround, 
While o’er his Gides their rattling ftrokes refound ; 
Slow he gives way, and crops the {pringing grain, 
Turns on each fide, and ftops to graze again 
In every point the thing 1s juft, we know, 
But then the image 1s itfelf too low 
For Turnus, {prung from fuch a glorious ftrain, 
The vile refemblance would with fcorn difdain. 
With better grace the f lion may appear, 
Who fingly impotent the crowd to dare, t 
Repel, or ftand their whole embody’d war, 
Looks grimly back, and rolls his glaring eye, 
Defpairs to conquer, and diidains to fly. 
Since fiétions are allow'd, befure, ye youths, 
Your fiétions wear at leaft the air of truths 
When * Glaucus meets Tydides on the plain, 
Inflam’d with rage, and reeking from the flain ; 
Some 
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Some think they could not pafs the time away, 


In fuch long narratives, and cool delay, 

Am dft the raging tumult of the day. 

But vet we hear fierce Diomed relate 

The crime of bold Lycurgus, and his fate , 
And Glaucas talks of brave Bellerophon, 

Doom d for a lawlefs pafiion not his own , 

Sets forth the hero’s great exploits to view, 
How the bold chief the dire Chimzra flew, 
The folymzan hoft, and amazonian crew. 

For thofe furpnzing fi€hons are defign’d 

With their fweet falfhoods to delight the mind , 
The bards expect no credit fhould be giv’n 

To the bare lye, tho’ authonz’d by heav'n, 
Which oft’ with confidence they vent abroad, 
Beneath the needful fandhon of a god 

*Twas thus the f roafted heifers of the fun 
Spoke o'er the fire with accents not their own ; 
> Twas thus ¢ Achilles’ fteed bus filence broke, 
And § trojan fhips in human vorces fpoke ; 

As wrought by he.v’n thefe wonders they relate, 
A\l airy vifcas of the ivory gate ! 

Speak th-ngs but once, if order be your care, 
For more the cloy d attention will not bear, 
And ted ous repetitions tre the ear. 

In th.s we differ fom the grecian tran, 

Who tell |} Atndes” vifions o’er again. 

> Tis not enough with them we know the caufe 
Whv great Achilles from the war withdraws, 
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Unlefs the { weeping hero on the shore, 
Tells his blue mother all we heard before, 
So much on punctual niceties they ftand, 
That when their kings difpatch fome high command, 
All, word for word, th’ embaffadors + rehearfe 
In the fame tenor of unvaried verfe 
Not fo did || Venulus from Arp: bring 
The fina) anfwer of th’ xtolian king. 
Let others labour on a vaft defign, 
A lefs, but politht with due care, be thine, 
To change its ftru€ture be your laftdelight , 
Thus fpend the day, and exercife the mght, 
Tnceffant in your toil But af you choofe 
A larger field and fubjeét for your mufe ; 
If fcanty limits fhould the theme confine, 
Learn with juft art to lengthen the defign 
Beyond its natave bounds , the roving mind 
A thoufand methods to this end may find, i 
Unnumber d fictions may with truths be join’d, 
Nature fupplies a fund of matter (ill ; 
Then cull the rich variety at will, 
See! how the * hard calls down th’ embattled gods, 
All rang d in faétions, from their bnght abodes 5 
Who, fir’d with mutual hate, their arms employ, 
And 1n the field declare for Greece or Troy , 
’Till Jove convenes a council to aflwage 
Their nfing fury, and fufpend their rage 5 
Tho’ the bleft gods, remov'd from human eyes, 
Live in immortal eafe within the diftant flues 
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And now th’ infernal realm his theme he makes, 
The re-gn of Pluto, the tartarean lakes, i 
The fures dreadful with their curling f{nakes, 
He gathers omens from each bird that fies, 
And figns from ev'ry wing that beats the fkies 
He ncw deferrbes a banquet, where the gueft 
Prolongs with narratives the royal feaft. 
Or at the gicrious hero’s tomb we read 
Of g2mes ordain d in honour of the dead 
And oft fer mercies in old tunes difplay’d, 
To their cwn god; their annual ntes are pad, 
For menftreus Python flan, their prasfes nfe, 
And ! ft the fame of Phebus to the fkues, 
In hymns Alc-des’ labours they refuund, 
While Cacus lies exterded on the ground, 
Alternate fing the labours of his hands, 
Enjoin d bv fierce Eurviteus’ ftern commands , 
The den of Cacus crowns the grateful ftrain, 
Where the grim monfter breathes his flames in vaut 
Mark hcw fometimes the bard without controul 
Exerts his fire, and pours forth all his foul , 
His lines fo daring, and his words fo ftrong, 
We fee the fubyeé& figur’d in the fong 
When with the w.nds old {| Ocean he deforms, 
Or pa nts the rage and horrors of the ftorms , 
Or dr.ves on po.nted rocks the burfing fhips, 
To on the euxne, or ficil.an decps, 
Or fings the f plagues that blaft the livid fky, 
When beafts by herds, and men by nations die ; 
Or the fierce flames + that AEtma s jaws expire, 
Her me.ted rocks, and deluges of fire, 
Whea 
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When from her mouth the burfting vapour flies, 
And, charg’d with run, thunders to the fkies , 
While drifts of {moak in footy whirlwinds play, 
And clouds of cinders ftain the golden day 
See! as the poet founds the dire alarms, 
Calls on the war, and fets the hofts in arms , 
Squadrons on {quadrons driven, confus’dly die , 
Grim Mars 1n all his terrors ftrikes the eye , 
More than defcription mfing to the fight, 
Prefents the real horrors of the fight , 
A new creation feems our prasfe to claim , 
(Hence Greece derives the facred ] poet's rame,) 
The dreadful clang of clafhing arms we hear , 
The agonizing groan, the fruitlefs pray r, 
And fhnieks of fuppliants thicken on the ear 
Who, when he reads a || city ftorm’d, forbears 
To feel her woes, and fympathize in tears ? 
When o’er the palaces the flames afpire 
From wall to wall, and wrap the domes in fire # 
The fire, with years and hoftile rage oppreft ' 
The ftarting infant, clinging to the breaft ! 
The trembling mother runs, with prercing cries 
Thro’ friends and foes, and fhrieking rends the sk-cs, 
Drag'd from the altar, the diftraéted fair 
Beats her white breaft, and tears her golden hair 
Here in thick crowds the venqu.fht fly away, 
There the proud wétors heap the wealthy prey, 
With rage relentlefs ravage the r abodes, 
Nor fpare the facred temples of the gods 
© er the whole town they run with wild affught, 
Tumultuous hafte, and violence of fight 

Why 
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Why fhould I mention how our fouls afpire, 
Loft in the raptures of the facred fire ? 
For ev'n the foul not always holds the fame, 
But knows at diff’rent tmes a diff ’rent frame, 
Whether with rolling feafons the complies, 
Tums with the fun, or changes with the fktes 5 
Or thro’ long toil, remuffive of her fires, 
Droops with the mortal frame her force infpires 5 
Or that our minds alternately appear 
Now bright wth joy, and now o’ercaft with care, 
No! ---bat the gods, th immortal gods fupply 
The glorious fires; they {peak the deity 
Then bleft is he who waits th’ aufpicious nod, 
The warmth divine, and prefence of the god , 
Who his fufpended labours can reftrain, 
Till heaven's ferene indulgence {miles agun 
But ftrive, on no pretence, againit your pow’r, 
*Till tme brings back the voluntary hour 
Sometimes their verdant honours leave the woods, 
And their dry urns defraud the thirfty floods , 
Nor full the rivers a full channel yield, 
Ner fpring with flow’ry beauties paints the field . 
The bards no lefs fuch fickle changes find, 
Dampt 1s the noble ardor of the mind , 
Their wonted toul her weaned pow’rs refufe ; 
The fouls grow flack and languid to the mufe, 
Deaf to their call, their efforts are withftocd , 
Reund their cold hearts congeals the freezing blocd. 
You d think the mufes fled, the god no more 
Would fire the bofom where he dwelt before, 
No more return! ---how often, tho’ in van, 


The poet would renew the wonted ftrain ' 
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Nor fees the gods who thwart hus fruitlefs care, 
Nor angry heav’n relentlefs to his pray’r 
Some read the antient bards, of deathlefs fame, 
And from their raptures catch the noble flame 
By yuft degrees , they feed the glowing vein, 
And all th’ x:mmortal ardor burns again 
In its full ight and heat , the fun’s bright ray 
Thus, (when the cleuds difperfe) reftores the day 
Whence fhot this fudden flafh that gilds the pole > 
The god, the god comes rufhing on his foul ; 
Fires with zthereal vigor ev’ry part, 
Thro’ ev’ry trembling limb he feems to dart, $ 
Works in each vein, and {wells hus rifing heart 
Deep in his breaft the heav'nly tumult plays, 
And fets his mounting fpirits on a blaze 
Nor can the raging flames themfelves contain, 
For the whole god defcends nto the man. 
He quits mortality, he knows no bounds, 
But fings infpir’d in more than human founds 
Nor from his breaft can fhake th’ immortal load, 
But pants and raves impatient of the god , 
And, rapt beyond humfelf, admires the force 
That drives him on reluctant to the courfe, 
He calls on Phebus, py the god oppreft, 
Who breathes exceffive fpirit in his breaft ; 
No force of thirft or hunger can controul 
The fierce, the ruling tranfport of lus foul 
Oft? in their feep infpir’d wath rage div ne, 
Some bards enjoy the vifions of the nine 
_Vifions! themfelves with due applaufe may crowa, 
Vifions' that Phebus or that Jove may own, 
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To fuch an height the god exalts the flame, 
And fo unbounded 1s their thirft of fame 
But bere, ye youths, exert your timely care, 
Nor truft th’ ungovernable rage too far ; 
Ufe not your furtune, nor unfurl your fails, 
Tho’ foftly courted by the flatt’mng gales, 
Refufe them fill ; and call your judgment in, 
While the fierce god exults and rexgns within ; 
To reafon’s ftandard be your thoughts confin’d, 
Let judgment calm the tempeft of the mind. 
Indulge your heat with condudt, and reftrain ; 
Lear when to draw, and when to give the rem, 
Bot aways wast “till the warm raptures ceafe, 
And lul! the tumults of the foul to peace ; 
Then, nor “till then, examine firGly o'er 
What your wild falhes might fuggeft before, 

Be fare, from nature never to depart , 
To copy nature is the tafk of art 
The nobleft poets own her fov'reign fway, 
And ever follow where the leads the way. 
From her the diffrent characters they trace, 
That mark the human or the falvage race, 
Each various and diftndt , in every ftage 
They pant mankind , ther humours, fex, and age ; 
Thev thew what manners the flow fage become, 
What the brifk youth in al] bis fpnghtly ploom. 
In ev ry word aad featment explain, 
How the proud monarch differs from the fwain, 


I naufeate all confounded characters, s 
Where young Telemachus too grave appears, i 
4r revesend Neftor atts beneath lus years, § 


The 
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The poet fuits his fpeeches, when he fings, 
To proper perfons, and the ftate of things ; 
On each they juft diftinétuons are beftow'd, 
To mark a male, a female, or a gods 
Thus when in * heav’n feditions tumults rife, 
Amongft the radiant fenate of the fkies, 
The fire of gods, and fov’reign of mankind, 
Tn a few words unfolds his facred mind, 
Not fo fair Venus , who at large replies, 
And pities Troy, and counts her mifenes, 
Woes undeferv'd: but with contention fir'’d, 
And with the fpirit of revenge infpix’d, 
Fierce Juno ftorms amudft the bleft abodes, 
And ftuss with loud complaints the lift’ning gods. 
When youthful |} Turnus the ftern combat clams, 
His nfing heart 13 fill'd with martial flames 
Impeil’d by rage, and bent to prove his might, 
His foul {prings forward, and prevents the fight 3 
Rouz’d to revenge, his kindling {pirits glow, 
Confirm hus challenge, and provoke the foe, 
The fugitive of Troy,---But while his rage 
And youthful courage prompts him to engages 
On Latium’s king incumbent it appears, 
Grown old in prudence, piety, and years, 
To weigh events, and youthful heat affwage, 
With the cold caution and the fears of age. 
In Dido’s various charaéter 1s feen, 
The furious lover and the gracious queen : 
When Troy’s fam’d chief, commanded from above, 


Prepares to quit her kingdom and her love ; 
E2 She 


@ Vid, Aned, Lab, X, | Thid, Lib, XII, v. ge 
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Sre raves, the ftorms with unavailing care, 

Grown wild wth gnef, and frantick with defpair. 

Thro’ every ftreet the fires, w.th anguith ftung, 

And oroken accents fiutter on her tongue ; 

Her words confus’d, and interrupted flow, 

Sveak and exprefs the hurry of her woe. 

How mm this D do is that Dado loft, 

Who late receiv’d the trojans on her coaft, 

Ara bade them banuh gnef, and fhare her throne, 

Difmuls the:r fears, and think her realms their own} 
Next the great orators confult, and thence 

Draw all the moving turns of eloquence , 

That * Sinan may hs phrygian foes betray, 

And lead the crowd, as fraud direGs the way 5 

That wife + Ulyfles may the Grteks detan, 

While Troy yet ftood, from meas'’ring back tle mam. 

Need I name ¢ Neftor, who could talk to peace, 

With melting words, the fa@hous kings of Greece ? 

Whole foft addrefs thar fary could controul, 

M_uld every paffion, and frbdue the foul} 

Tnefe footh ng arts to | Venus fure were known, 

To beg smmortal arms to grace ker fon , 

Her inur’d fponfe each thrilling word inf{pires, 

With every pang of love to fecond her defires. 

W'th aouceft art the fair adul’trefs drawa 

Her fond addreffes from a diftant caufe 5 

And all her guidleful accents are defign’d 

To catch hs paffions, and enfnare his mind. 

Tis hence the poet learns in every part 

To bena the foul, and give with wondrous art t 


A thcufand diffrent motions to the heart. 

Hence, 
*Vid Arad Lb Wy Ered Lb WHI v 370. 
+ He Thad, Lb VW ft iad. Lb. I. vert 246. 


Vipa’s Art of Poetry. 53 

Hence, as hus fubje&t gay or fad appears, 
He claims our joy, or triumphs in our tears, 
Who, when he fees how |] Orpheus’ forrows flow, 
Weeps not his tears, and anfwers woe for woe? 
When he his dear Eurydice deplores 
To the deaf rocks, and folitary thores ; 
With the foft harp the bard relieves hus pain, 
For thee, when morning dawns, prolongs the tan, f 
For thee, when Phebus feeks the feas again, 
Or when the young t Euryalus 1s kull’d, 
And rolls in death along the bloody field ; 
Like fome fair flow’r beneath the fhare he lies, 
Mis head dechin’d, and drooping as he dies , 
The reader’s foul is touch’d with gen’rous woe, 
He longs to rufh with Nifus on the foe , 
He burns with fnendly pity to the dead, 
To raife the youth, and prop his finking head , 
And ftrives in vain to ftop the guflung blood, 
That ftains his bofom with a purple flood. 

But if the bard fuch images purfues, 
That ratfe the bluthes of the virgin-mufe ; 
Let them be flightly touch’d, and ne'er expreft, 
Give but an hint, and let us guefs the reft 
If Jove commands the gath’ring ftorms to nfe, 
, And with deep thunders rends the vaulted fkies, 
To the fame cave together may repair 
The trojan f hero and the tyrian fair. 
The poet’s modefty muft add no more , 
Enough, that earth had giv’n the fign before ; 
The confcious zther was wath flames o’erfpread, 


The nymphs ran fhrieking round.the mountain s head, 

a Nor 

ff Virgil Georgie, Lib, IV | ¢ fEneid Lab TX v 433. 
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Nor let young Troilus, unhappy boy, 

Meet fierce Achulles in the plains of Troy ; 

But shew th’ unequal youth’s untmely fall, 
To great Aineas on the tyrian wall, 

Supine and hanging from his empty car, 

Drag’d by hus panting courfers thro” the war. 
Ths, from our brght examples you may trace, 
To wnte with judgment, decency, and grace 5 
From others learn invention to encreafe, 

And fearch in chief the glonous fons of Greece ; 
For her brght treafures Argos realms explore, 
Br.ng home tnumphant all her gather’d ftore, 
And with her fpoils enrich the Jatian fhore, 

Nor 1s the glory of tranfanon lefs, 

To give the grecian bards a roman drefs, 

If Phebus’ gracious {miles the labour crown, 
Than if fome new invention were your own 
Mingo s and Manto’s glorious fon behold, 


Th’ immortal VirGit, fheath d in foreign gold, 


Sn nes out unfham d, and tow’rs above the reft, 
In the nch {pois of godhke Homer dreft. 
Let Greece in triumph boaft that the imparts 


To Latum’s conqu’nng realms her glonous arts 5 


While Lztium’s fons umprove her beft defigns, 
Till by aegrees each polifht labour fhines, 
While Rome advances now 1n arts, as far 
Above all ates, as of old in war. 

Ye gceds of Rome, ye guardian deities, 
Who lift our nation’s glory to the fies ; 
And theu, Apollo, the great fource of Troy, 
Let Rome at leaft this fingle palm enjoy, 


Teo 
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To fhine in arts fupreme, as once in pow’r, 
And teach the nations fhe fubdu'd before , 
Since difcord all Aufonia’s kings alarms, 
And clouds the antient glories of her arms, 
Tn our own breafts we fheath the civil {word, 
Our country naked to a foreign lord, 
Which lately proftrate, ftarted from defpair, 
Burn'd with new hopes, and arm’d her hands for wars 
But arm’d in vain ,----th’ inexorable hate 
Of envious Fortune call’d her to her fate, 
Infatiate in her rage y her frowns oppofe 
The latian fame, and woes are heap’d on woes, 
Our dread alarms each foreign monarch took, 
Thro’ all their tribes the diftant nations fhook ; 
To earth’s laft bounds the fame of Leo runs, 
Nile heard, and Indus trembled for his fons, 
Arabia heard the Menicz an lne, 
The firft of men, and {prung from race divine. 
The fovereign prieft, and mitred king appears 
With his lov d Jutius join’d, who kindly fhares 
The reins of empire, and the publick cares. t 
To break their country’s chains, the gen’rous pair 
Concert their fchemes, and meditate the war. 
On Leo Europe’s monarchs turn their eyes, 
On him alone the weftern world relies , 
And each bold chief attends his dread alarms, 
While the proud crefcent fades before his arms. 
High on his fplendid car, ammortal Rome, 
‘Thine eyes had feen the holy warrior come, 
Lord of the vanquifh’d world, in trumph home. 
Thy ftreams, old Tyber, fwell’d with confcious pride, 


Had born thy kindred warnor down thy tide 5 
While 
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While crowded up in heaps, thy waves admire 
The captive nations, and their ftrange attire ; 
Behind bs wheels fhould march a num’rous train 
Of f{cepter d flaves, reluctant to the chain, i 
Forget their haughty threats, and boaft in vain, 
Tho’ the proud foe, of Jury’s realm poffeft, 

Has {pread his wide dominion thro” the eaft ; 

Sees Ins dread ftandard there at large unfurl'd, 
And grafps in thought the empure of the world ; 
And now (ye gods) increaft in barb’rous pow'r, 
His armies hover o’er th’ hefperian fhore. 

To fee the paffing pomp, the rawht throng 
Thro’ every ftreet fhould flow in tides along ; 

The facred father, as the numbers roll’d, 

Should his dear atizens again behold, g 
High o’er the fhouting crouds enthron’d in gold ; 
Should thew the trophies of his glonous toils, 
And hang the fhrines with confecrated fpouls. 

Piles of barbarick gold fhould glitter there, 

The wealth of kingdoms, and the pomp of war 
But, by your cme, ye gods, our_hopes are croft, 
And thofe imaginary thumphs loft , 

Interr’d with Lzo, im one fatal hour, 


Our profpedts perifh’d, as they hv’d before, 


The END of the SECOND BOOK, 
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’ & HAT fole, what language fuits the poet’s lays, 
\ \ To claim Apollo’s and the mufes praife, 
T now unfold , to this laft bound I tend 
And fee my promis’d labours at an end 
Firft then, with care a juft expreffion chufe, 
Led by the kind indulgence of the mufe, 
To drefs up ev’ry fubje&t when you write, 
And fet all obyeéts in a proper light, 
But left the diftant profpeét of the goal 
Should damp your vigor, ind your firength controul, 
Roufe ev’ry power, and call forth all the foul, 
Sec! bow the nine the panting youth invite, 
With one loud voice to reach Parnaffus’ height ; 
See! how they hold aloft th’ immortal crown, 


F 


To urge the courfe, and call the victor on, 
See! from the clouds each lavith goddefs pours, 
Full o’er thy head, a fudden {pring of flow’rs, 
And rofes fall in odonif’rous fhow’rs ; 

Celeftial fcents, in balmy breezes fly, 

And fhed ambrofia) {pirits from the ky. 
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In chef avoid obfcunty, nor shroud 
Your thoughts and dark conceptions in a cloud ; 
Fer } fome, we know, affect to thun the hght, 
Loft in fore’d figures, and involv’d in night, 
Studious and bent to leave the common way, 
They fkulk in darknefs, and abhor the day. 
Ohb' may the facred mune infpire my lays 
To fhine with pnde in their own native rays , 
For this we need not :mportune the fkies, 
Jp our own pow’r and will the bleffing lies. 
Expreffion, boundlefs xr extent, difplays 
A thoufand forms, a thou? feveral ways , 
In diffrent garbs from diff’rent quarters brought}. 
It makes unnumber’d dretics for a thought , 
Such vait vaneties of hues we find 
To paint conception, and unfold the mind ! 
If e’er you tol, but tou without fuccefs, 
To give your images a fhimng drefs, 
Qu:t ycur purfurt, and chufe a diff’ rent way, 
Till breaking forth, the voluntary ray 
Cots the thick darknefé, and lets down the day 

Since then a thoufand forms you may purfue, 
A thoufand figures nfing to the view, 
Unlefs confin’d and ftreighten’d in your {cheme, 
With the fhort limits of a feanty theme, 
From thefe to thofe with boundlefs freedom pafs, 
And to each umage give a diff’ rent face 
The readers hence a wond’rous pleafure find, 
"Fhat charms the ear, and captivates the mind 3 
Iz this the laws of nature we obey, 
And a& as her example points the wav, 

Which 
} Perfus and Lycophron, 
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“Which has on ev'ry diff rent fpecies thrown 
A fhape diftinét and figure of its own, 
Man differs from the beaft that haunts the woods, 
The -bird from ev’ry native of the floods 

See how the poet banithes w.th grace 
A. native term to give a {| ftranger place! 
From different images with juft fuccefs 
He cloaths his matter in the borrow’d diefs, 
The borrow’d drefs the things themfelves admire, 
And wonder whence they drew the ftrange attire , 
Proud of their ravitht fpols, they now difclam 
Their former colour, and their genuine name, 
And in another garb sie beauteous grown, 
Prefer the foreign habit to ther own, 
Oft’ as he paints a battle on tne plain, 
The battle’s imag’d by the roaring main 3 
Now he the fight a fiery deluge names, 
That pours along the fields a flood of flames ; 
In airy confliét now the winds appear, 
Alarm the deeps, and wage the ftormy war , 
To the fierce fhock th’ embattc|’d tempefts pour, 
Waves charge on waves, th’ encount’ring billows roar, 
Thus 1n a vary’d drefs the fubyeét fhines, 
By turns the obyeéts fhift their proper figns ; 
From fhape to thape alternately they run, 
To borrow other’s charms, and lend their own ; 
Pleas’d with the borrow’d charms, the readers find 
A crowd of diff’reat images combin’d, 
Rife from a fingle obye€t to the mind 
So the pleas’d trav'ler, from a mountain’s brow, 


Views the calm furface of the feas below , 
Tho" 


The Metaphor, 
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Tho’ wide beneath the floating ocean lies 

The fir immediate objeét of hus eyes, 

He fees the forefts tremble from within, 

And gliding meadows pant the deeps with green ¢ 
While to his eyes the fair delufions pafs 

In gay fucceffion thro’ the watry glafs. 

°Tis thus the bard diverfifies hus fong, 

Now here, now there, he calls the foul along, 
The mch variety, he fets to fight, 

Cloys not the mind, but adds to our delight. 
Now with a frogal chowe the bard affords 
The ftrongeft bght, and energy cf words; 
While humble fabjeéts, he contyives to rarfe 
With borrow’d fplendors, and a foreign blaze. 
This, if on old traditeon we rely, 

‘Was once the current language cr the tky ; 
Wh.ch firft the mufes brought to thefe abodes, 
Who taught mankind the feerets of the gods, 
For in the court of Jove ther choirs advance, 
And fing alternate, as they lead the dance, 
MCxt with the gods, they hear Apollo’s lyre, 
And from h.gh heav’n the panting bard infpire, 
Nor bards alone, but other wnters reach 

Th.s bold, this daring privilege of {peech ; 

Tn chief the orators, to naife their fenfe, 

In this flrong figure drefs their eloguence, 
“When with perfuafive ftrokes they plezd a caufe, 
And brdle wee, and vindicate the Laws , 

Or cn the dreadful verge of death defend, 

Acd {natch from fate a poor devoted fnend, 
Ev'n the rough hinds delight 1n fuch a ftran, 
When the glad harveft waves with goldeq grain, 
And thirfty meadows dink the pearly rain , 
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On the proud vine her purple gems appear, 
The {muling fields rejoyce, and hail the pregnant year. 
Fiift from neceffity the figure {prung 
For things, that would not fuit our f{canty tongue, 
When no true names were offer’d to the view, 
Thofe they transferr d that border’d on the true , 
Thence by degrees the noble licence grew. 
The bards thofe daring liberties embrac d, 
Thro’ want at firft, thro’ luxury at laft 
Thev now to alien things, at will, confirm 
The borrow’d honours of a foreign term 
So man, at firft, the rattling ftorm to fly, 
And the bleak horrors of the wintry fhy, 
Ras’d up a roof of oficis o’cr his head, 
And clos*d with homely clay the flender thed - 
Now, regal palaces, of wond’rous fize, 
With biazen beams, on parian columns nife, 
That heave the pompous fabrick to the fkies, 
But other writers fprinkle here and there 
Thefe bo!der beautie. with a fiugal care , 
So vaft a freedom 1s allow’d to nonc, 
But fuits the labours of the bard alone, 
Who in the laws cf verfe himfIf reftrains, 
1y4°d up to time in voluntary chains 
Oth-rs, by no reftraint or ftop w.th-held, 
Moy range the compafs of a wider field, 
The facred posts, who thet labours fill 
W th p'eafing fitions, or w th truths ot will, 
Ther thoughis in bolder ! berties expre’s, 
Which look more be utecus in a foreign drefs 
To ul, urufual ¢ ] ms they im+rt, 
No: blufh, if e’er detefted in the x arts 

F Sonis- 
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* Som-times be. ond the beunds of truth they fly, 
Ana boats L& the = fabtedt to che ky , 
Wo o2oow th tuma’uces fhouts the hea ns rebound, 
Ani all O'vripas trerb'es wth the fourd 
O- w th rep> ted sceert. tl ev relate 
The fall of Troy, and dwe.l upon her fate, 
Oh fre! oncountn, once w'th glory crown’d! ) 
Oh wretched race ci Priam, once renown’d ! 
Oa jove' fee Thon fmoaking on the ground! 
JTnev now name Ceres for the golden grain, 
Bats tor wine, and Neptune for the main 
Or ‘rom tae father’s name point out the fon, 
O- for her people introduce 2 town 
So when alarm’d her natives dread the:r fates, 
Pale Atick fhokes, ana trembles thro’ her ftates 3 
And feme, by Achelous’ freams alone, 
Corp ‘ the flooas of all the werld in ope 
+ Lo! now they ftart afide, and chonge the ftrain 
Ts wnc. 2 converfe with an abfent fain ; 
T> gras and caverns a'} their cares difclofe, 
O- teli the fol tary rochs the r woes, 
Te tcer*> man mate procla m ther love, 
Ta'h wth an hull, or whuper to a grove 
Or vou ther call, 5e unattentive wooas, 
Ard watan enfwer from your bord ring floods 
| Somvt:mes they fpeak one th ng, but leave behind 
An che- feeret meamng in the mind. 
A tar exoreicn artfully difpente, 
But uiz a word that ciaflcs wath the fenfe 
Thus 
© The Heeb le t+ The Apefir ple, 
fhe ecrb. examersro-| {| The drery 
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t Thu, prous Helen Pole the durhtul fword, 
While Troy was fam ng, trom her fleep:ng lord, 
|| So glorious Drances tow s d am.d the plain, 
And pil’d the ground w th mountains of the flan, 
Immortal trophies rais d fiom iquadrons hull’d, 
And with vaft fpoils ennobled all the field 

++ But now to mention farther I forbear, 
W.th what ftrong charms they captivate the ear, 
When the fame terms they hepp:ly repeat, 
The fame repeated feem more ivofc ind fweet 
This, * were Arcadiaj udge, if Pun w thfood, 
Pan’s judge Arcadia weuld condemn her god 

Bat tho’ aur fond indulgence grants the mufe 
A ti cufand liberties in dit’ rent views, 
Whin-e’er you chufe an rmage to exprefs 
In foreign terms, and fcoin the native dre fs, 
Yet be di-reet, nor ftiain the point too far, 
Let the tranfition ftill unfore’d appear, 
Nor ¢ er diftover an excefs of care 
For fome, we know, with aukwatd siolence 
D tort the fubrect, and disjoint the fenfe , 
Qu te charge the gena ne figure, and deface 
The native fhape with ev'ry living grace , 
And force unwilling objeéts to put on 
An anen face, and features not their own. 
A low conceit in difproportion'd terms, 
Looks hike a boy drefs d up im giants arms, 
Bl nd to the truth, all revfon they exceed, 
§ Who name a ftall the palace of the ftced, 
Or grafs the treflts of great Rhaa’s head 


Ej2 
See Virg #Enerd Lb | + The Anapbhora, 
VI *SecVirg Eclog IV 
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Tis beft fometimes an image to exprefs 
Ta its own colours, and 2ts native drefs , 
The genu.ne words with happy care to ufe, 
If nce'y cull’d, and worthy of the mufe 
Scme things alternately compar'd are fhown, 
Poth rames fhil true, and mutual’; their own, 
Bat here the leaft redundence you muft fhun 5 
Tell us n fhsrt, from wherce the hint you drew, 
Ava the whele comparifen to view y 
Loft, mndlefs cf your firft defign, you feem 
To lead the mind a'vay, and rove from theme to theme. 
But now purfue the method that affords 
The fitteft terms, and w.feft cho:ce of words. 
Not all de“erve alike the fame regard, 
“Yur fat the ged-like labours of the bard ; 
Por words as much may dffer in degree, 
As he moft various kinds of poctry. 
*Fho manv a common term ard word we find 
D.foerit premufcuoufly thro’ ev’ry kind, 
Thof2 that will never fait th’ heroick rage, 
Ni cht grace the bufkin, and become the ftuge, 
Th_ + lsrge, ther vaft vanety explore 
W th perc.ng eyes, and range the mughty ftore, 
From .hew deep fund the richeft words unfoid, 
W 4 criceft care oe each expreffion cull’d, ; 
To dech | cur numbers in the pureft gold 
The v le, the dark degen’rate crowd refufe, 
And fear a drefs that would d {grace the mufes 
‘Lhen to fucceed your fearch, purfue the road, 
An beat the track the glonous antients trod, 
To th fe eternal monuments rep r, 
There read, and meditate for ever there. « 
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Tf o’er th. reft {ume mighty genius fhincs, 
Mark the fweet charms, and vigor of his lines 
As lar as Phebus aad the heav’nly pow rs 
smile on your labours, make his d:€tion your's; 
Your flyle by hs authentick ftandard frame, 
You voice, your habit, and addrefs the fam... 
W th him proceed to cull the reft , for there 
A full reward will jufific your care 

Vxam.ne all, and bring from all away (- 
The r various treafures as a lawful prev 

Nor would I fcruple, with a due regard, 

To read fomet mes a 1ude unpol fh’d bard , 
Among whofe labours I may find aI ne, 
Whuch from unfightly rut I may refiac, 
And, w tha better grace, adcpt it nto mine 
Huw often may we ice a troubled flocd 

Sta n’d with unicttl-a ovze aad rfing mul? 
Which, Gta well the bord’ring natives fin’ ) 
Suopheg the thirfly mule tade with dunk 

Th trching ftream by -uft degrees refines, 
*Lbin ts comfe the Lmp d cunent fhins , 
And taught thro’ fecret labyr nths to flow, 
Works stilt cluar among the Lands below 

Fur noth ny looks fo gloomy, but w ul fh ne 
From piopet caic, and tumely d fc phinc , 

It, wth du vigilance and condu@, wiought 
De,p in the toul, st labours in the thought 
H_nce on the antient. we mutt reft alone, 
And mike thei golden fentences our own 

To cull thar beft expreflions claims our care., 
To form our notions, and our flyles on thes 
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See! how we bear away their precious fpois, 

And w th the glonous drefs enrich our ftyles , 
Taoe-r beght ‘nventions for our ufe convey, 

Bring ali the four.t of their words away, { 
And mike their words themfelves our lawful prey ' 
Urfazm din other colours to be fhown, 

We {peak our thoughts in accents not our own. 
But four defign with modeft caution weigh, 

Steal with aue care, and meditate the prey. 

Invert the crder of the words with art, 

And change cher former fite in ev'ry part, 

Thu, win your readers, thus deceive with grace, 
Acc let .h’expreffion wear a diff’ rent face , 

% ourtelr at laft, the glorious labour done, 

Will carce difcern his diction from your owns 
Some, to appear of diffidence bereft, 

Steal a broad day, and glory in the theft, 

Wher wits jait art, defign, and confidence, 

On the tame words they graft a diff rent fenfe 5 
Preexe th’ uavary'd terms and order too, 

But cnznze their former fpnt for a new. 

O;, w tn tne tenfe of emulaton bold, 

Wren antrent sards a gloricus con.eft hold 

Ther rche% tpo-ls trrumphant they explore, 

Wr hich, reng’a with better grace, they varn fh o’er, 
7d give them charms they never knew before 
So *r.es, tact change thew fouls, more proudly nfe, 
Asd lit their {freading honours to the fk.es, 
Acd, when tranfplanted, nobler fru:ts produce, 
Exalt their nature, and ferment their juice 

S> trex s fer’d chief the afian emp re bore, 


Tho” 
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Tho’ from thy realm, O Dido, to the fea 
Call’d by the gods reluétantly away , 
Nor the firft nuptial pleafures cculd ccntrcul 
The fixt, the ftubbom purpofe of his foul 
Unhappy queen! thy woes fuppreft thy breath , 
Thy cares purfu’d thee, and furviv’d in death 
Had not the daidan fleet thy kingdom fought, | 
Thy life had fhone unfulh’d with a fault aye 
Come then, ye youths, and urge your gen’rous toils , 
Come, ftp the antients, and divide the {po.ls 
Your hands have won----but fhun the fault of fuch, 
Who with fond rafhnefs truft themfelves too much 
For fome, we know, who by their pride betray’d, 
With vain contempt reject a foreign aid , 
Who fcorn thofe great examples to obey, 
Nor follow where the antients po.nt the way 
While from the theft their cautious hands refra n, 
Vain are their fears, their fuperftition vain 
Nor Phebus” fmiles th unhappy poet crown , 
The fate of all his works prevents his own 
Himfelf his mould’ring monument furvives, 
And fees hus labours perifh while he lives 
His fame 1s more contraéted than his {pan, 
And the frail author dies before the man 
How would he with the labour to forbear, 
And follow other arts with more fuccefsful care ? 
I like a far alufion nicely wrought , 
When the fame words exprefs a different thought, 
And fuch a theft true criticks dare not blame, 
Which late pofterity fha’l crown with fame. 
Void of all fear, of ev'ry doubt bereft, 
I would not blufh, but triumph in the theft, 
Nor 
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Ner en the ant-ents for tne whole rely, 
Trewhole | more than all tne.r works fupplv 3 
S —-thnz jcur owa :avent.cn muft explore, 
S.>* *rgn mags artcuch d peicre 
N= terms no lav s forb d us to induce, 
To cena word, and fantt fy to ufe, 
Bi vet admit no words into the feng, 
Umeis they prove the ftock from whence they fprung 5 
Pemt out ther family, their kindred trace, 
And fet to view the feres of their race 
Bur where you find your native tongue too poor, 
T-anfport the niches of the grectan ftore , 
Inform the sump, and work st into grace, 
And with new Lfe infp:re th unwielay mafs , 
Till chang’d by difcxpline, the word puts on 
A fore:gr nature, and forgets 1ts own 
So Letum’s language found a rich increafe, 
Ard grew and flounth’a from the wealth of Greece 5 
*Till ufe, in t-me, had rfled Argos’ ftores, 
Aad brought all Athens to th’ hefperian fhores. 
Hew many words from rich Mycenz come, 
Or creek extraction, in the drefs of Rome * 
Thay} 2%, th ours, our mghts and freedom clam, 
Teer nature Lff rent, but their looks the fame , 
Thro’ Latum’s realms, in Latium’s garb they go, 
At ente her ftrangers, and her nativea too. 
Leng has her poverty been fled, and long 
With native riches has fhe grac’d her tongue, 
Nor fearch the poets only, but explore 
Immortal Tutry’s inexhaufted fture ; 
And other authors, born in happier days, 
Shall] aniyer a): vour wants, and beaytity your Jays. 
Oft, 
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Oft, in old bards, a verfe above the reft, 
Shines, in barbarick fpoils and trophies dreft 
Thus Gaul, her viétor’s tnumph to compleat, 
Suppl.es thofe words that paint her own defeat , 
And vanquifh’d Macedon, to tell her doom, 
Gives up her language with her arms to Rome, 
Then can we fear with groundlcfs diffidence 
A want of words that fhall exprefs our fenfe ? 

But if compell’d by want, you may prcduce 
And bring an antiquated word in ufe , 

A word earft well-receiv’d in days of yore, 

A word our old forefathers us’d before 
Well-pleas d the reader’s wonder to engage, 
He brings our grandfires hab.t on the ftage, 
Ard garbs that whilom grac’d an uncouth age, 
Yet muft not fuck appear in ev ry place , 
When rang’d too thich, the poem they difgrace 
Since of new words fuch numbers you command, 
Deal out the old ones with a fparing hand. 

$¢ When-e er your images can lay no claim 

To a fixt term, and want a certain name, 

To paint one thing, the l.cens’d bard affords 
A pompous circle, and a crowd of words 


Two pl ghted words, in one with grace appear, 
When they with eafe glide fmoothly o’er the ear, 


Two my embrace at once, but feldom more, 
No verfe can bear the mingled fhape of four , 
Nor triple monfters dwell on Latium’s fhores 
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When mixt with fmooth,thefe harfher ftrains are found, 


We ftart w th horro: at the frightful found ; 
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The e-ec an bares, in whom iucn freedoms pleafe, 

M_y m-tch w.h more fuccefs fuch words as thele 5 

Hezp his cn hills, ard bd the ftrudure rife, 

*Tull the vait pile of mountains prop the fkies. 
What words foever of vaft bulk we view, 

One cf lefs ize may fometumes fpht in two , 

Scmztmes we fep’rate from the wacle a part, 

And prane the more luxuriast limbs with art. 

Thus when .he names of heroes we declare, 

Names whofe unpolifht founds offend the ear ; 

We 2dd, or lop fome branches which abound, 

T 1 the harh accen’s are with {moothnefs crown d, 

That melluws ev ry word, ana foftens every found. 

Dy fach an happy change, S_charbas came 

To fr bus roughnefs in Stch2us name. 

Herve weu'd I ratner cheofe thofe dire alarms 

Of -a% Enceladus, and bea,’n in arms, 

And the bola T tan’s battles to rehearfe, 

H-rmcnxcus names, that glide into the verfe 3 

Than cour the ough, the barb'raus nations o’er, 

Wh ch Rone fubda d cf old fror fhore to fhore. 
Lot th uc, “bn to wands, ca no precence, 

Bur mct> Wor w.ics fusterment to your fente y 

We- ov t.er &h¢e car ta fincle Lane, 

But whet centr butes t. the main design. 

Thro’ cv ry part mo#t dilgently pierce, 

aind \ - ga che found and fenfe of ev ry verfe. 

Varcfs ycur firGeft cauuca yeu dfpias, 

Some words may jead the heedlefs bara awzy 5 

Stel. om ther auty, and defert their poft, 

4cd fuls iz aarknefs, indolently lot, 
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Or while their proper parts their fellows ply, 
Contribute nought but found and harmony 
‘This to prevent, confult your words , and know 
Flow fai then ftrength, extent, and nature go. 
To all their charges, and their labours fit , 
To all, their fev’ral provinces of wit 
Without this care, the poem will abound 
With empty noife, and impotence of found ; 
Unmean ng terms will crowd 1n ev’rv part, 
Play rourd the ear, but never reach the heart 
Yet would I fometimes venture to difperfe 
Some words, whofe fplendor fhould adorn my verfes 
(Words, that to wit and thought have no pretence, 
And rather vehicles of found than fenfe ,) 
*Till in the gorgeous drefs the lines appear, 
Ard court w.th gent's ha.mory the ear 
Nor wth too fond a care fuch words purfue, 
They meet your fight, and nfe in ev’ry view, 
O!r, from its chains the fhachled verfe unloofe, 
And g.ve it liberty to walk in profe, 
Then be the work renew d wsth endlefs pain, 
Ard jon with care the fhatter’d parts again , 
‘The luting faults and errors you may fee, 
When the words run uermanacled and frec 

Attead, voung bard, and hften while I firg 5 
Lo! I unlock the mufes facred fpring , 
Lo! Phebus calls thee to his inmoft fhrine , 
Hak ! im one common voice, the tuneful nine i 
In, ite and court the to the rites divine. 
When {nit to man the privilege ws g'v’n, 


To hold by verfe an ntercourfe w th heav’n, 
Unwilling 
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Unw iLng that th’ smmortal art fhould lye 
Che2p, and expos’d to ev’ry vulgar eye, 

Great Jove, to drive away the grov’ling crowd, 
To narrow bounds confin’d the gloricus road, 
Wh ch more exalted fpirits mav purfue, 

And left .t open to the facred few 

For mzny a painful tafk, in ev’rv part, 

Cia.ms all the poet’s vigilance and art 

*Tis pot enough h-s verfes to compleat, 

In meafure, numbers, or determ:n’d feet ; 

Or render th.ngs, by clear expreffion, brnght, 
And fet each object in a proper light 

To all, proportion’d terms he muft difpenfe, 

And make the found a p Gture of the fenfe, 

The correfpondent words exa¢tly frame, 

The .cok, the features, and the men the fame, 
H s thcughts the bard muft furtably exprefs, 
Ezch in a diff’rent face, and diff *rent drefs , 
Let in unvan d looks the crowd be fhown, 

And the whole mu titude appear as one 

With rap.d feet and wings, without delay, 

This fu.ftly fies, and fmoothly fkims away 
That, vaft of fize, bs limbs huge, broad and firong, 
Bfoves pond’rous, and fearce drags his bulh along 
Thi-, blooms «:th youth and beauty in his face, 
And Venus breathes on ev'ry mb a grace 

That, of rude form, his uncouth members fhows, 
Lochs horr.bie, and frowns w.th hs rough brews , 
His monftreus tal in many a fold and wind, 
Volsmunous and vaft, curis up beh.nd 

At cnce the zmage and the limes appear 

Kod: to tne eve, and frightful to the ear 
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Nor are thole figures gcv’n without a caute, 
But fixt and fettled by determin’d laws , 
All claim and wear, as their deferts are known, 
A voice, a face, and habit of their own. 
J Lo! when the faslors fteer the pond’rous thips, 
And plough, with brazen beaks, the foamy deeps, 
Incumbent on fhe main that roars around, 
Beneath their lab’ring oars the waves refound, 
The prows wide-echomng thro’ the dark profound 
To the loud call each diftant rock rephies, 
Toft by the ftorm the frothy furges nfe , 
While the hoarfe ocean beats the founding fhore, 
Dafht from the ftrand, the flying waters roar, 
‘lath at the fhock, and gath’ rng in an heap, 
The hiquid mountains rife, and over-hang the deep 
See thro’ her fhores Trinacria’s realms rebound, 
Starting and trembling at the bellowing found , 
High-tow nng o er the waves the mountains ride, 
And clath with floating mountains on the tide 
But when blue Neptune from his car furveys, 
And calms at one regard the raging feas , 
Stretcht like a peaceful Jake the deep fubfides, 
And o’er the level hight the galley glides 
The poet’s art and cond Ch admire, 
When angry Vulcan rol gaan 
When on the groves ang 
And wraps the cracklnjiilmmewrin the blaze. 
Nor lefs our pleafure, whit the flame divides, 
And chmbs afpiring round the cauldron’s fides , 

G From 







| é ; deluge preys, 


1 Atop of thele examples are drawn word for word from 
Virgu 
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From the dark bottom work the waters up, 

Swell, boul, and his, and bubb’e to the top 

“Thus in {mooth lines, fmooth fubyeéts we rehearfe, 
But che f rough rock roars in as rough a verfe. 

If gay the fubyeét, gay muft be the fong; 

And the brik numbers quickly glide along - 

When the fields floursth , or the fkies unfold 

Swift from the flying hinge their gates of gold 

If fad the theme, then each grave line moves flow, 
The mournful numbers langu:fhingly flow, ! 
And drag, and labour, with a weight of woe 

If e’er the boding bird of n:ght, who mourns 

O’er ruins, defolation, graves, and urns, 

With piercing {creams the darknefs fhould invade, 
find break the filence of the difmal fhade 

When things are {mall, the terms fhould ftill be fo; 
For low words pleafe us, when the theme is low. 
But when fome giant, hornble and gnm, 

Exonnous 1n his gat, and vaft in ev’ry limb, 

Stalks tow’mng on , the fweiling words nmft nfe 

In wit proportion to the monfter’s fize 

If fame large weight his huge arms ftrive to fhove, 
The verfe too labours , the throng’d words fcarce move 
When each fifr the pond’rous plough, 
Crumbles and b mber’d lines march flew, 
Nor lefs , when the friendly gales, 
Unrurl their fhrow ft the wide-ftretcht fails 
But it the poem fr delay, 

Let the lines fv precipitate away 









And 
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And when the wiper iffues from the brake , 
Be quick , with ftones, and brands, and fire, attack 
His rifing creft, and drive the ferpent back 
When night defcends, or ftun'd by num’ rous ftrokes, 
And groaning, to the earth drops the vatt ox , 
The line too finks with correfpondent found, 
Fiat with the fteer, and headlong to the ground 
When the wila waves fubfide, and tempetts cea, 
And hufh their roarings and their rage to peace , 
So oft we fee the interrupted ftrain 
Stop’d in the midft,-~--and with the filent mam, 
Paufe for a fpace----- at laft it glides again, 
When Priam ftrains his aged arm, to throw 
His unavailing jav’!fm at the foe , 
(His blood congeal’d, and ev'ry nerve unftrung,) 
Then with the theme complies the artful fong, 
L ke him, the folitary numbers flow 
Weak, trembling, melancholy, ftiff, and flow. 
Not fo young Pyrrhus, who with rapid force 
Beats down embattled armies in his courfe 
The raging youth on trembling Ion falls, 
Burfts her ftrong gates, and thakes her lofty walls; 
Provokes hus flying courfer to his fpeed, 
In full career to charge the warlike fteed ; 
He piles the field with mountains of the flains 
He pours, he ftorms, he thunders thro’ the plain, 
In this the poet’s jufteft conduct lies, 
When with his various fubyeéts he complies, 
To fink with yudgment, and with judgment rife, 
We fee him now, remiffive of his force, 
Gl.de with a low, and inoffenfiye courfe ; 
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Surpt of the gawdy drefs of words he goes, 

And f{carcelv lifts the poem up from profe ~ 

And now he brings with loofen’d reins along 

All mn a full career the boundlefs fong , 

3n wee array luxunantly he pours 

A. crowd of words, and opens all his ftores, 

The lavith eloquence redundant flows, 

‘Thick as the fleeces of the wmter-fnows, 

When Jove mvefts the naked Alps, and theds 

The filent tempeft on their hoary heads 
Sometimes the god-hke fury he reftrain;, 

Checks his unspetueus fpeed, and-draws the reins , 
Balanc d and pois’d, he nesther finks nor foars, 
Plows the md fpace, and fleers between the fhores, 
And thaves the confines ,----tull, all dangers paft, 
He fhoots with joy into the port at ad. 

For what remains unfung , I now declare 
What claims the poet’s laft and firicteft care. 
When, all adventures paft, his labours tend 
Tn one contine’d order to their end, 

When the proud vidtor on his conqueft {mules, 
And fafe enjoys the triumph of his tails , 
Let b.m by timely diffidence be aw’d, 
Nor truft too foon th’ unpolifh’d piece abroad, 
Ob' may hus rath ambition ne’er inflame 
His breaft, with fuch a dang’rous thirft of fame? 
But let the terror of difgrace controul 
The warm, the partial fondnefs of bis foul ; 
And force the bard to throw his paffion by, 
Nor view his offipnng with a parent’s eye ; 
’ Till his affeGuons are by juftice croft, 
And all the father in the judge 1s loft. 
$19 
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He feeks his friends, nor trufts himfelf alone, 
But afks their judgment, and refigns his own ; 
Begs them, with urgent pray’rs, to be fincere, 
Juft and exact, and rigidly fevere , 
Due verdict to pronounce on ev'ry thought, 
Nor fpare the flighteft fhadow of a fault, 
But, bent againft himfelf, and ftnétly nice, 
He thanks each critick that deteéts a vice, 
Tho’ charg’d with what his yudgment can defend, 
He joins the partial fentence of his friend 
‘Lhe piece thrown by, the careful bard reviews 
The long-forgotten labours of his mufe 
Lo! on all fides far diff rent objects rife, 
And a new profpect ftrikes his wond’ring eyes, 
Warm from the brain, the lines his Jove engroft, 
Now 1n themfelves their former felves are loft, 
Now his own labours he begins to blame, 
And blufhing reads them with regret and fhame, 
He loaths the piece , condemns it , nor can find 
The genuine ftamp, and image of his mind, 
his thought and that, indignant he rejects ; 
When moft fecure, fome danger he fufpetts , b 
Anxious he adds, and trembling he corrects. 
With kind feverities, and timely art, 
Lops the luxuriant growth of ev'ry part, 
Prunes the fuperfluous boughs, that wildly ftray, 
And cuts the rank redundancies away. 
‘L hus arm’d with proper difcipline he ftands, 
By day, by night, apples his healing hands, 
From ev'ry line to wipe out ev’ry blot, 
Tull the whole piece 1s guiltlefs of a fault, 
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Hard is the tafk, but needful, sf your am 
Tends to the profpe& of ummostal fame, 

If fome unfimfht numbets lump behind, 

When the warm poet rages unconfin'd, 

Then when his {wift invention fcorns to flav, 
By a full tide of genius wharl'd away 5 

He brings the fov’reign cure ther failings clam, 
Ccnfirms the fickly, and fapports the hme, 
Oft’ as the feafons roll, renew thy pain, 

And bring the poem to the teft again 

In dif rent Hghts th’ expreffion muft be rang'd, 
The garb and colours of the words be chang’d, 
With endlefs care thy watchfal eyes muft perce, 
And mark the parts diftinet of ev'ry verie. 

Jn thes perfift, for oft” one day demes 

The kind affiftance which the next fupplies ; 
As oft’, without your mgilance and care, 

Some faults deteéted by themfelves appear, 

And sow a thonfand errors you explore, 

That Jay unvoly’d in mantiing clouds before. 
Oft’ to umprove his mufe, the bard fhould try, 
By turns, the temper of a diff "rent ficy. 

Fer thes hs gemus takes a diff" rent face 

From every different gemus of a place 

The foul too changes, and the bayd may find 

A thowfand various motions in his mind 

New gleams of hght will ev’ry moment nie, 
While from each part the featt’smg darknele flies, 
And, as he alters what appears amife, 

He adds new flow’rs to beautifie the piece 

But kere, ev'n here, avord th’ extreme of fach, 


Who wath excefs of care correét too much , 
Whofe 
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Whole barb’rous hands no calls of pity bound, 
While with th’ infeéted parts they cut the found, 
And make the cure more dang’rous than the wound. 3, 
"Till, all the blood and {pints drain’d away, 
The body fickens, and the parts decay ; 
The native beauties die, the limbs appear 
Rough and deform’d with ene continu’d fear, 
No fixt determin’d number I enjoin, 
But when fome years thall perfect the defign ; 
Reflect on life , and, mindful of thy fpan, 
Whole fcanty limit bounds the days of man, 
Wide o’er the fpacious world, without delay, 
Permit the finith’d piece to take ats way ; 
Till all mankind admures the heav'nly fong, 
The theme of ev’ry hand and ev’ry tongue 
See! thy pleas’d friends thy fpreading glory draws, 
Each with his vo.ce to fwell the vaft applaufe , 
The vaft applaufe fhall reach the ftarry frame, 
No years, no ages fhall obfcure thy fame, é 
And earth's laft ends fhall hear thy darling name. 
Shall we then doubt to {corn all worldly views, 
And not prefer the raptures of the mufe? 

Thrice happy bards! who, taught by heav'n, obcy 
Thefe rules, and follow where they Jead the was , 
And hear the faithful precepts I beftow’d, 

Infpir’d with rage divine, and lab’ring with the gode 
But art alone, and human means muft fail, 

Nor thefe snftru€tive precepts wall prevail, 

Unlefs the gods their prefent aid fupply, 

And look with kind indulgence from the fky. 

I only pownted out the paths that lead 


The panting youth to fteep Parnaifue” head , 
nd 
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Agd fhow'd the tuneful mufes from afar, 
Mixt ip a folemn choir, and dancing there, 
Thither forb:dden by the fates to go, 
I fink and grove] in the world below. 
Deterr’d by them, in vain I labour up, 
And ftretch thefe hands to grafp the diftant top: 
Enough for me, at diftance if I view 
Some bard, fome happier bard the path purfue ; 
Who, taught by me to reach Parnaffus’ crown, 
Monnss up, and calls his flow companions on 
But yet thefe rules, perhaps, thefe humble lays, 
May claum a title to a-thare of praife ; 
When, in a crowd, the gath’rng youths fhall hear 
My vo.ce and precepts with a willing ear 5 
Clofe in a rng hall prefs the lift'mng throng, 
And learn from me to regulate their fong 
Then, if the pitying fates prolong my breath, 
And from my youth avert the dart of death , 
Whene er I fink in life’s declining ftage, 
Trembl.ng and fainting on the verge of age, 
To help ther weaned mafter hall they run, 
And lend their fnendly hands to guide him on, 
Toro bioom:ng groves his tardy progrefs wait, 
And fet him gently down at Phebus’ gate, 
Tne wh.'e he fings, before the hallow d fhrine, 
The facred poets, and the tuneful n ne 
Here then in roman numbers will we rife, 
And hft the fame cf Vizcrx tw the kes , 
Aufonia’s pnde and boaft; who brings along 
Strength to my lines, and {pint to my fong 
Frft how the mighty bard tranfported o'er 
The facred mufzs from th’ aonan fhore , 

Let 
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Led the fan fifters to th’ hefperian plains, 
And funy in roman towns the grecian ftrains , 
How in his youth to woods and groves he fled, 
And fweetly tun’d the foft ficthan reed , 
Next, how in pity to th’aufonian fwains, 
He rais'd to heav’n the honours of the plans ¥ 
Rapt in Trptolemus his car on high, 
He fcatter’d peace and plenty from the fky: 
Fir’d with his country’s fame, with loud alarms, 
At laft he rous’d all Latium up to arms , 
In juft array the phrygran troops beftow’d, 
And fpoke the voice and language of a god 
Father of verfe! from whom our honours {pring ¢ 
See' from al parts, our bards attend ther king , 
Beneath thy banners rang’d, thy fame increafe, 
And .ear proud trophies from the fpoils of Greeces 
Low, in elyfian vales, her tuncful throng 
Bow to thy laurels, and adore thy fong. 
On thee alone thy country turns her eyes, 
On thee her poets future fame relies 
See! how sn crewds they court thy aid divine , 
(For all their honours but depend on thine, ) 
‘Laught from the womb thy numbers to rchearfe, 
And fip the balmy f{weets of ev’ry verfe, 
Vnrival’d bard ! all ages fhall decree 
The firft uncnvy’d palm of fame to thee , 
Thrice happy bard‘ thy boundlefs glory flies, 
V here never mortal muft attempt to rife , 
Such heav'’nly numbers in thy fong we hear, 
And more than human accents charm the ear ' 
To thee, hs darling, Phabus’ hands impart 


His foul, his gen.us, and smmortal art. 
What 
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What help or ment in thefe rules are fhewn, 
The vouth muft owe to thy fupport alone 

The youth, whofe wand’mng feet with care I led 
Alott, o’er feep Parnaffus” facred head ; 

Taught from thy great example to explore 

Thofe arduous paths wh.ch thou haft trod before, 
Haul, pride of Italy ' thy country’s grace ! 

Hail, glorious Leht of all the tuneful race ! 

For whom, we weave the crown, and altars raife, 
And w.th rich incenfe bid the temptes blaze , 
Our felemn hymns fhall Gili refound thy pranfe. 
Hail holy bard, and boundlefs in renown! 

Thy fame, dependent on thy felf alone, 
Requires ro fong, no numbers but thy own, 
Lock down propitious, and my thoughts infpire ; 
Warm my chafte bofom with thy facred fire! 

Let all thy fiemes with all their raptures roll, 
Deep in my breaft, and kindle all my foul ! 
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the King of Spasn. written at the Requeft of m 
Lortl Carteret : 


Les Avantures de Telemagque fil d Ulyffe In two 
neat Pocket Volumes, printed on a fuperfine Writing- 
Paper, with an E/zivir Letter, and a compleat Set of 
new Cuts, 26 in Number, defign’d by Prcart and en- 
graved by the beft Matters. Being a very handfome 
Prefent for young Gentlemen o1 Ladies at Boarding~ 
Schools. 


The Aineid of Virgil. Tranflated by Mr. Putt, 
Two Vols sn Quarto, 


Leonidas, an Heroic Poem, by Mr Glover, 


One Hundred ingenious and diverting Novels 
Written originally in Jta/ an by Fobn Boccace , tranf- 
lated into Engli/b by a Gentleman 

N.B Thee beautiful Storres are divided into Ten 
Days Entertainment. TensNevels for each Day 1 On 
various Subjes, 2, and 4 Great Troubles and per- 
plex'd Adventures crown'd with Success, 4 Such A- 
mours and Love» Adventures as have bad an unfortu- 
nate Conclufion  § Amours that kave ended Lapprly. 
6 Sabjeéis of Wu and Humour, 7 and 8 Strata- 
gems that Women bave contrived to decerve their Huf- 
bands 9 Mafcellaneous Novels 10 Gallant or Ge- 
nerous A€tions done for the fake of a Miftrefs, a Friend, 
&c, Price 65, 


Jaf Pablifoed, 
ae blek 


MICROSCOPE 
Made Ealy : 


OR, 
I. ee Natere, Ujes, and Magnifying Peawers of the 


of Microscores defcribed, 
calculated, and explained 
For the Inftrnchon particularly of fuch, as defire to 
Search into the Wonders of the Minure Creation, 
tho’ they are not acquainted with Optics, 
Together with full D.reGions how wo prepare, apply, 
examine and preferve all forts of Objetts, 
and proper Cautons to be obferved 
in view ng them 


YI An Account of what Surprizing Difcoveries have 
been already made by the Microscore. 
Wath ufeful Refle€tions on them, 

Ard alfo, | 
A great Variety of new Expenments and Obfervations, 
po.nting out many uncommon Subjects for the 
Exam naben of the Cunous. 


B, HF NRT BAKER, 
Fellow of he Royal Society, and Member of the 
Souety of Antiguaries in London 








Rerum ratura rifgam MAZis Quars in minimis tora eff 


Prin Hilt Nae Lb XY 


Ijutrated with Copper Plates 


LONDON. 


Pnoted forR Dopsrey at Tully's Head in Pall Mall. 
M DCC XLil, 


7 “ietenth 57 7 





CPSIA information can be obtained at www.ICGtesting.com l| | | | | | Hi | | | | | | | 
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ee Ns ‘ir if tr 
gy | iil 
a Western literary study flows ae \ NEAL 

works by Alexander Pope, 32- 

Fielding, Frances Burney, Der “CLOV 
Gottfried Herder, Johann Wolfge 
others. Experience the birth of the moaern novel, or 
compare the development of language using 
dictionaries and grammar discourses. 
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Gale ECCO PRINT EDITIONS 


Relive history with Eighteenth Century Collections Online, now available 
in print for the independent historian and collector. This series includes 
the most significant English-language and foreign-language works 
printed in Great Britain during the eighteenth century, and is organized 
in seven different subject areas including literature and language; 
medicine, science, and technology; and religion and philosophy. The 
collection also includes thousands of important works from the Americas 


The eighteenth century has been called “The Age of Enlightenment.” It 
was a period of rapid advance in print culture and publishing, in world 
exploration, and in the rapid growth of science and technology -— all of 
which had a profound impact on the political and cultural landscape. At 
the end of the century the American Revolution, French Revolution and — 
Industrial Revolution, perhaps three of the most significant events in 
modern history, set in motion developments that eventually dominated 
world political, economic, and social life. 


In a groundbreaking effort, Gale initiated a revolution of its own: 
digitization of epic proportions to preserve these invaluable works in the 
largest online archive of its kind. Contributions from major world libraries 
constitute over 175,000 original printed works. Scanned images of the 
actual pages, rather than transcriptions, recreate the works as they first 
appeared. 


Now for the first time, these high-quality digital scans of original works 


are available via print-on-demand, making them readily accessible to 
libraries, students, independent scholars, and readers of all ages. 
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